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Young  Wild  West’s  left  knee  was  thrust  forward,  and  the  next  minute  Dolan’s  feet  shot  up  in  the  air. 
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and  Arietta  Murdock  clapped  her  hands  with  joy. 
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YOUNG  WILD  WEST’S  VACATION 

- OR - 

A  LIVELY  TIME  AT  ROARING  RANCH  . 

By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. 

SOME  ROUGH  FUN,  AND  WHAT  FOLLOWED. 

“Whoo-hool  This  are  thor  best  fun  I’ve  had  siuee  1  had 
ther  measles!  .Test  hold  ’em  a  minute,  boys,  till  I  git  hold  of 
ther  darky's  wool  Avith  one  hand  and  ther  Chinaman's  pigtail 
with  ther  other.  Then  I’ll  lift  ’em  off  their  feet  an’  make  'em 
feel  as  though  they  was  flyin’.” 

“Let  go,  dar!  Youse  will  git  yo’ selves  in  trouble  if  vo' 
don't!” 

"Stopee!  Allee  samee  hurt!  Chinaiuau  no  Avantee  him  plig- 
tail  pull.  Stoppee,  or  me  tellee  Young  Wild  West!” 

“Ha,  ha.  ha!” 

“Ho,  ho,  ho!” 

Roars  of  laughter  folio Aved  the  remark. 

The  scene  Avas  just  at  the  outskirts  of  Weston,  one  of  the 
liveliest  and  about  the  best  toAvn  of  its  size  in  the  Black  Hills. 

The  time  Avas  1877,  or  thereabouts,  Avhen  Dakota  and  l^’y- 
oming  Avere  little  more  than  a  trackless  Avilderness. 

Four  rough  and  reckless  men  had  come  upon  a  darlcy  and 
a  Chinaman  lugging  the  pelts  of  a  couple  of  bears,  as  tliey 
Avere  riding  into  the  toAvn  of  DeA'il  Creek,  a  hustling  mining 
town  about  eighteen  miles  distant. 

The  darky  and  Chinaman  Avere  in  the  employ  of  Young  Wild 
West,  Prince  of  the  Saddle,  Champion  Dead-Shot  and  Avealthy 
mine-OAvner. 

Tlie  colored  gentleman  Avent  by  the  name  of  Ike  and  the 
Mongolian  bore  the  title  of  Wing  Wah. 

Both  were  honest  and  faithful  employees,  and  neither  of 
them  had  ever  skinned  a  bear. 

Hearing  that  Cheyenne  Charlie,  a  scout,  Avho  Avas  one  of 
the  partners  of  Young  Wild  West,  had  shot  two  big  fellOAVS 
that  morning,  they  insisted  on  going  to  the  place  Avhere  he 
had  left  them  and  do  the  skinning. 

“All  right,”  the  scout  had  told  them.  ‘‘Go  ahead,  an’  don't 
forgit  to  cut  off  enough  steaks  to  give  us  all  a  feed  of  bear 
meat.  I’d  have  skinned  ’em  myself,  but  I  had  a  hard  tussle] 
with  ther  last  one.  an'  I  broke  my  knife  off  an  left  ther  blade 
prickin’  in  Ids  shoulder  blade.  Trot  along.  noAV,  an’  let's  see 
what  sort  of  a  me.ss  you  make  of  it.  You  kin  have  ther  skins 
for  your  trouble.” 

The  tAVo  had  just  got  the  bears  skinned,  after  a  fashion,  and 
were  starting  back  home,  Avhen  the  four  men  suddenly  rode 
into  vieAv  and  ordered  them  to  halt. 

The  darky  and  Chinaman  had  nothing  Avith  them  but  th(> 
knives  they  had  brought  to  skin  the  bears,  so  they  could  not 
tmvfi  put  up  mucli  of  a  tight  if  they  had  desired  to. 

But  it  was  not  ftglit  that  the  men  Avere  looking  for. 

'J’hey  Avere  strangers  in  that  locality,  and  being  )»relty  well 
uti'U^r  the  influence  of  li'pior,  thej'  wanted  some  fun. 


But  AA’hat  they  considered  fun  others  might  haA’c  called 
coarse  brutality. 

'The  man  Avho  had  -iisked  his  companions  to  hold  their  tAvo 
intended  victims  a  minute  Avas  knoAvn  as  Big  Barney. 

He  Avas  a  sort  of  coAA’bo.A',  gambler  and  mining  ])rospector 
combined,  and  was  a  rough,  aggressive  fellow.  Avith  just  a 
tinge  of  “yellOAv”  in  him.  Avhich  he  alAvays  shoAved  Avhon  some 
one  turned  on  him  and  got  the  best  of  him. 

His  companions  Avere  aliout  of  tin'  same  stamp,  none  of 
them  being  Avhat  might  be  crdled  an  honest.  U])right  man. 

Tavo  of  them  had  dismounted  and  seized  the  Chinaman  and 
darky  by  the  collars  of  their  coats,  forcing  them  to  drop  the 
jAelts  at  the  point  of  a  reA-olver,  and  noAv  Big  Barney  proposed 
to  have  some  fun  Avith  them. 

“Haul  ’em  over  to  me,”  he  yelled.  “Jest  let  mo  git  a  grip 
on  'em,  an’  I’ll  shoAv  yer  some  fun.” 

The  men  did  haul  them  to  him.  and  then  Rig  Barney  got 
a  gri))  Avhere  he  Avanted  to  Avith  either  hand  and  yelled  for 
his  horse  to  go  ahead. 

The  result  Avas  that  the  luckless  caihives  Avere  jerked  off 
their  feet,  and  as  their  hair  Avas  nearly  jmlled  out  by  the 
roots,  they  let  out  yells  that  could  be  heard  for  a  long  distance. 

And  then  the  four  rutiians  laughed  in  glee. 

Big  Barney  had  his  horse  trabied  to  obey  a  pressure  fnun 
his  knees,  and  he  guided  the  animal  to  the  right  and  left, 
as  he  saw  fit,  dragging  the  darky  and  Chinaman  Avith  him. 

Half  the  time  their  feet  did  not  touch  the  ground  at  all,  and 
their  cries  of  pain  Avere  getting  to  be  pitiful. 

The  big  man  held  on  to  them  till  his  grip  gave  out,  and 
then  he  ordered  *1118  victims  to  step  up  in  front  of  him  and 
daiK’o. 

Both  kncAV  Avhat  Avas  expecti'd  of  them,  as  that  sort  of 
dancing  Avas  very  common  in  that  part  of  the  couni ry. 

They  started  right  in  Avithout  being  told  a  second  lime,  and 
then  the  ruftian  began  shooting  all  around  their  feet  Avith  his 
revolver. 

!  It  Avas  Avhile  this  l>it  of  fun  Avas  at  its  lu'iglit  that  a  hand¬ 
some  young  felloAv  of  nineteen  came  upon  the  scene. 

He  was  mounted  upon  a  sorrel  stallion  that  Avas  as  pretty 
as  a  iiicture,  and  so  graceful  did  the  ucAvcomer  sit  in. the  saddle 
that  he  almost  seemed  to  be  a  part  of  the  horse. 

His  long,  chestnut  hair  hung  down  over  his  shoulders,  and 
his  handsome  face  flushed  with  anger  as  he  saw  what  Avas 
going  on. 

“Stop  that!”  he  cried,  in  a  ringing  tone,-:it  the  same  1  ” 

bringing  his  steed  to  a  hall  within  half  a  dozen  feet  of  the  1  ■■ 
leader  of  the  quartette. 

“Wha-at  in  hlazes  does  this  nu'an',''”  roan'd  Big  Barney,  ip 
astonisliment.  as  he  *iuickly  sized  up  the  young  I'elloAV. 

“It  means  that  you  Avill  do  Avbat  1  say,  or  else  die  right  here 
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Avith  your  boots  on!”  Avas  tbo  retort,  and  then  the  ruffian  saAV 
the  iuuz7de  of  a  reA'oh’er  starinj?  him  rifrht  in  the  face, 

“Bully!”  shouted  Wins?  Wall.  !i  happy  smile  breakinj?  over 
his  tear-stained  face.  “Young  AVlld  West  he  pome.  IS’oaa’  clazy 
Melican  man  dancee  allee  samee  Chinaman.” 

.Ml  four  of  the  men  AA'ere  very  much  sur|Arlsed. 

Seeing  that  their  leader  AA’as  coA'ered  by  a  revolver,  they 
made  moves  to  draAV  their  oAvn  Aveapons. 

"Hold  up  vour  hands,  every  one  of  you!”  came  the  command 
from  Young  Wild  West,  for  it  Avas  no  other  than  our  dashing 
young  hero.  “Up  AA  ith  them,  uoav!” 

There  AA’as  a  revolver  in  his  left  hand  noAV,  and  it  Avas  mov¬ 
ing  back  and  forth  on  a  line  AA’ith  their  breasts. 

The  flashing  eyes  told  them  the  weapon  Avould  begin  to  spit 
fire  and  lead  unless  they  obeyed  instantly,  so  up  AA’ent  their 
hanas. 

“You  are  a  nice  lot.  I  must  say,”  said  Young  Wild  West, 
looking  at  the  ruffians  contemptuously.  "You  could  not  find 
an,A*thiug  better  to  do  than  impose  on  these  two  men,  could 
you?  Please  remember  that  though  one  has  a  black  and  the 
"other  a  yellow  skin,  they  are  both  white,  as  far  as  their  hearts 
^  go.  I  never  saAv  any  of  you  fellows  before,  but  I  will  wager 
that  you  are  no  gooA  You  are  a  contemptible  lot,  your  looks 
tell  that,  and  if  you  are  heading  for  Weston,  just  look  out  how 
you  behave  while  you  stop  there.  Be  off,  now,  or  I’ll  begin  to 
shoot.” 

The  tAvo  who  had  hauled  their  victims  up  to  Big  Barney,  so 
'  he  could  get  hold  of  them,  had  mounted  again,  and  at  the 
command  they  at  once  started  forward. 

Big  Barney  was  the  last  to  make  a  move,  but  he  went,  all 
the  same. 

“Now,  then,  boys,  tell  me  just  what  happened,”  observed 
Young  Wild  West,  as  the  four  men  rode  on  and  were  lost  to 
sight  behind  a  bend  in  the  road. 

Both  undertook  to  do  so,  but  Wild  motioned  them  to  stop. 
“Ike  Avill  do  the  talking.  Wing,”  said  he.  "I  can  understand 
his  lingo  a  little  better.” 

The  colored  man  told  all  that  had  taken  place,  rubbing  his 
head  as  he  did  .so.  “Pse  sorry  I  let  mah  wool  grow  long,’  said 
he:  “done  wisht  Pd  got  a  hair  cut.  Dey  putty  near  done  pull 
,  out  all  ob  mah  avooI.  Massa  Wild.” 

"Pullee  plig-tail  loose,  allee  samee,”  put  in  Wing  Wah.  "Me 
no  likee:  me  holler  like  plig  gittee  stuck!” 

“I  see,”  observed  Wild.  “Well,  get  your  pelts  and  come  on 
home,  I  guess  those  fellows  won’t  bother  you  again.” 

Still  smarting  from  the  pain  they  had  suffered,  the  two 
I  picked  up  the  pelts  and  walked  on,  followed  by  Y^oung  Wild 
West,  Avho  allowed  his  horse  to  walk. 

In  order  to  reach  the  house  occupied  by  Wild  and  his  chum, 
Jim  Dart,  they  had  to  walk  up  the  main  street  of  the  town, 
and  then  over  to  the  corner  where  the  road  to  Spondulicks 
began. 

The  post-office  and  nearly  all  the  public  places  w’ere  on  the 
main  street,  and  that  was  one  reason  why  the  darky  and  the 
Chinaman  had  been  so  anxious  to  go  and  skin  the  bears,  after 
hearing  Cheyenne  Charlie  say  where  they  were. 

They  wanted  to  show  the  citizens  that  they  were  getting 
to  be  real  hunters. 

Young  Wild  West  had  been  down  to  the  post-office  talking 
to  his  pretty  sweetheart,  Arietta  Murdock,  who  took  care  of 
the  office  for  her  grandfather,  and  after  he  had  spent  a  pleasant 
half-hour  there  the  boy  thought  he  would  give  his  horse  a 
little  exercise. 

He  had  scarcely  started  Avhen  he  heard*  the  cries  of  the 
two  victims  of  Big  Barney,  and  he  at  once  set  out  on  a  gallop 
to  find  out  what  the  trouble  was. 

Wild  never  had  any  use  for  such  men. 

He  no  .sooner  set  eyes  on  them  than  he  came  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  they  Avere  a  bad  lot. 

Then  he  gave  them  a  taste  of  something  they  did  not  like. 
When  Wild  reached  the  post-office,  accompanied  by  the 
darky  and  the  Chinaman,  he  found  Cheyenne  Charlie,  Jim 
Dart  and  Jack  Robedee  awaiting  him. 

Tl)eso  three  were  hi.s  ]iartners  on  a  quadruple  claim,  where 
more  gold  had  been  dug  than  on  any  piece  of  property  in  the 
vicinity  three  times  its  size. 

His  j)i»rtners  had  walked  over  to  the  post-office,  and  Avere 
just  starting  to  go  over  to  the  office  of  the  Wild  AVcst  Mining 
and  Improvement  Company  when  they  saAv  AYild  and  two  of 
his  liired  help  approaching. 

'Phe  face  of  Cheyenne  Charlie  broke  into  a  grin  Avhen  he  shav 
tlx*  pelts  of  the  bears. 

“So  you  skinned  ’em,  did  you?”  he  asked. 

“ies,  they  skinned  the  bears  all  right,  but  they  came  mighty 


near  losing  their  hair  after  they  had  done  it,  though,”  V 

answered  Young  Wild  West.  ’ 

“Whaf^”  I 

“That’s  right.”  t 

"Y'es,  sah;  dat  am  right,”  and  Ike  rubbed  the  top  of  his  head 
and  looked  real  solemn, 

“You  don’t  mean  to  say  that  there’s  Injuns  about!”  ex¬ 


claimed  the  scout. 

"No;  it  wasn’t  Indians;  whites  came  near  lifting  the  hair  of 
Ike  and  Wing  Wah.” 

Then  Jim  Dart  and  Jack  Robedee  began  to  ask  a  whole  lot 
of  questions,  and  he  told  them  then  just  what  happened. 

"Ah!”  exclaimed  Chartie.  "They  must  be  ther  four  who 
went  into  ther  Gazoo  a  little  while  ago.  They  ♦rode  up  as 
though  some  one  was  after  ’em,  an’  I  wondered  at  ther  time 
wffiat  was  ther  matter.  I  reckon  they  found  out  that  they 
couldn’t  do  about  as  they  pleased  around  these  diggin’s.” 

“I  reckon  not,”  laughed  Jack.  "I -  Hello!  What’s  goin’ 

on  over  to  ther  Gazoo?” 

The  sounds  of  shooting  came  from  the  hotel,  which  was  only 
a  few  yards  from  the  post-office. 

“Those  four  felloAvs  have  started  a  muss  over  there.  I’ll  bet!” 
exclaimed  Young  Wild  West.  “Let’s  go  over,  boys.  Brown  is 
too  decent  a  man  to  be  imposed  on  by  such  fellows.” 

The  boy  dismounted  and  tied  his  horse  to  the  hitching-post 
in  front  of  the  post-office. 

Then  the  four  partners  hastened  over  to  the  hotel. 

Half  a  dozen  shots  had  been  fired,  but  when  they  got  there 
all  they  could  hear  were  the  sounds  of  laughter  intermingled 
with  yelling  and  whooping. 

"I  guess  no  one  has  been  hurt;  but  we  will  go  in,  anyhow,” 
said  our  hero. 

The  door  had  been  closed,  which  was  rather  uncommon, 
since  it  was  warm  Aveather,  and  oi>ening  it.  Young  Wild  West 
walked  in,  followed  by  his  three  partners. 

There  were  eight  or  ten  men  in  the  bar-room,  most  of  whom 
were  lined  up  against  the  bar. 

Two  were  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  and  one  glance 
was  sufficient  to  show  our  friends  Avhat  Avas  going  on. 

The  two  standing  by  themselves  were  tenderfeet,  and  the 
others  were  having  fun  with  them. 

“What’s  all  the  shooting  about,  John?”  Wild  asked  the  bar¬ 
tender,  Avho  appeared  to  be  rather  ill  at  ease. 

"Oh,  those  four  men  came  in  here  a  little  while  ago,  and 
they  have  been  treating  the  two  Germans  over  there  to  a  t 
regular  hazing.  Mr.  Brown  is  out,  and  I  have  been  doing  my  jl 
best  to  stop  them,  but  can’t  do  it,  because  the  men  standing  ^ 
around  AAmn’t  giA^e  me  any  help,”  Avas  the  bartender’s  reply.  a 

“So  that  is  how’  it  is,  eh?”  and  without  paying  the  least  .9 
attention  to  the  four  ruffians.  Wild  Avalked  over  to  the  tAvo  1 
strangers,  who  were  almost  frightened  out  of  their  wits.  ‘j 

They  were  a  pair  of  greenhorns  almost  fresh  from  Germany,  1 
and  how  it  was  that  they  came  to  drift  out  to  that  part  of  the  1 
country  so  soon  was  rather  a  puzzle.  1 

"What  is  the  trouble,  my  friends?”  asked  Wild,  in  his  3 
pleasant  and  easy-going  manner.  “Those  men  been  hurting  * 
you?”  '*  • 

“Dey  VOS  shoot  mit  dere  refolfers  at  our  heels  alreadty,”  | 
replied  one  of  the  fellows,  his  face  brightening,  for  the  look  ] 
on  the  face  of  the  handsome  boy  told  him  plainly  that  he  1 
Avas  going  to  champion  their  cause.  ‘ 

"They  shot  at  your  heels  and  made  you  dance.  I  suppose?’’  / 

“YaAv!”  exclaimed  the  other  German.  "Dot  vos  it.  Und  J 
veil  ve  toldt  dein  to  stop  dey  laugh  mit  demselves  uiid  shoot  I 
some  more.”  9 


“Well,  so  long  as  you  are  not  hurt,  just  quiet  yourselves 
and  make  yourselves  at  home.  I’ll  guarantee  you  "that  tliey 
AA'Oii’t  shoot  at  you  any  more.” 

As  our  hero  said  this  he  turned  around  to  those  present  and 
added: 

“1  am  a  little  ashamed  of  some  of  you,  boys.  Of  course, 
there  are  some  hew»  Avho  Avould  do  almost  anything,  from 
telling  a  lie  to  stealing  a  mule.  But  those  of  you  AA’hora  I 
alAvays  put  down  as  straightforward,  honest  men,  I  am  sur¬ 
prised  at.  These  two  men  have  traveled  many  miles  across 
the  ocean  to  get  here,  and  instead  of  encour.nging  them  all 
you  could,  you  stand  around  here  and  laugh  at  four  ruffians 
as  they  slioot  and  otherAvise  frighten  them.  Noav.  1  want 
every  one  here  to  step  up  and  shake  hands  with  the  two  ten- 
derfeet  from  a  foreign  shore.  What  are  your  names,  my 
German  friemls?” 

"Hans  Spe<*ht.” 

"(,’arl  Specht.” 

“1  specht  they  might  be  brothers.”  spoke  up  .lack  Rol»edee, 
who  could  uot  help  from  gettiug  a  little  joke  iu  just  thou. 
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“Yawl  Ve  vos;  bnaiders.'*  the  pair  hasteiUHl  ti'  assure  him. 

'a^entlemeu.'*  said  Wild,  tlashiuii'  a  trlaiuv  at  those  in  the 
rvK.iu.  ”l  want  everybody  to  eoiue  up  and  shake  hands  with 
Hans  and  ('arl  Speeht.  two  of  the  latest  arrivals  at  Weston.” 

Hl.a  Harney  and  his  three  cronies  had  not  said  a  word  since 
our  friends  came  in. 

They  had  been  doinjr  a  whole  lot  of  thinking,  however,  and 
they  had  just  made  up  their  minds  that  Young  "Wild  West  was 
altogether  too  soon  for  a  boy. 

Kig  Harney  set  the  ball  roiling  by  saying: 

•*1  won't  siiuke  hands  with  ther  I>utchmen!” 


CHAPTER  II. 

niE  t’ROPOSED  VACATION. 

"What  is  that  you  said,  my  friend?”  queried  Young  Wild 
West,  walking  over  to  the  big  ruffian. 

"I  said  I  wouldn’t  shake  hands  with  them  two  fellers,”  was 
the  rather  hesitating  retort. 

"Oh,  yes,  you  will.” 

'•Why  wlli  1‘?”  And  the  man  showed  signs  of  both  anger 
and  nervousness. 

"Hecause  I’ll  make  you!” 

As  our  hero  said  this  he  whipped  out  his  revolver. 

"Y"ou  have  been  having  a  whole  lot  of  fun  this  morning,” 
he  resumed.  "You  tackled  a  negro  and  a  Chinaman  first,  and 
now  you  have  wound  up  with  a  pair  of  Germans,  w'ho  have 
no  doubt  come  out  here  in  the  West  to  work  and  better  their 
conditions.  I  say  you  have  wound  up  with  these  two,  and 
when  1  say  that  I  mean  it.  The  next  time  I  catch  you  impos¬ 
ing  on  any  one  I’ll  fill  your  carcass  with  lead.” 

Young  Wild  West  said  this  just  as  though  he  meant  it. 

The  four  roughs  looked  hard  at  him. 

‘•I>o  you  run  this  towm?”  one  of  them  asked. 

‘•No;  I  don’t  run  this  town,  but  I  help  to  lain  it.  I  am  always 
ready  to  help  the  under  dog,  especially  w'hefi  I  know  he  is  in 
the  right.  I  have  a  way  of  sticking  up  for  any  one  I  see  being 
imposed  upon.  If  you  think  I  am  running  the  town  because  I 
do  that,  you  are  w’elcome  to  think  so.” 

"I  reckon  a  good  punch  in  the  jaw  w'ould  do  you  a  wTiole 
lot  of  good.”  returned  the  man.  "But  I  suppose  it  would  be 
ther  last  of  ther  one  who  give  it  to  yer,  ’cause  he’d  git  riddled 
with  bullets.” 

"No;  he  wouldn’t,”  and  a  smile  broke  over  our  hero’s  face, 
‘T’ll  guarantee  that  if  you  was  to  punch  me  in  the  jaw^  no  one 
would  interfere.  I  give  you  my  w’ord  that  they  wmn’t,  and  my 
word  is  worth  considerable  about  here,  if  I  do  say  it  myself. 
I’ll  lay  my  shooters  on  the  table  over  there,  and  you  do  the 
same.  Then  you  try  to  punch  me  in  the  jaw,  and  I’ll  give  you 
the  worst  thrashing  you  have  had  in  a  long  while.” 

'The  rough  seemed  to  be  awfully  pleased  when  the  boy  told 
him  this. 

He  unbuckled  his  belt  and  promptly  laid  it  on  the  table. 

He  was  amused  more  than  anything  else,  it  seemed. 

And  so  was  Big  Barney  and  the  other  two. 

'They  were  aware  of  the  fact  that  the  man  who  was  going 
to  Tackle  Wild  was  one  of  the  best  rough-and-tumble  fighters 
to  be  found  in  those  pa  ids  of  the  West. 

Though  the  boy  might  be  a  quick  and  a  sure  shot,  they  felt 
that  he  would  stand  no  show  when  it  came  to  a  plain,  old- 
fashioned  fight. 

But  they  did  not  know  Young  Wild  West. 

That  was  how  they  deceived  themselves. 

Wild’s  partners  were  watching  every  move  of  the  four 
strangers. 

'I'hey  were  bound  that  there  was  no  trick  going  to  be  played, 
wh(-reby  he  might  get  shot. 

When  he  laid  his  belt  on  the  table  beside  that  of  the  man 
who  was  going  to  fight  him,  they  stepped  up  with  the  rest  of 
tho  men  in  the  place  and  formed  a  ring. 

'I’he  bar-room  iu  the  (iazoo  was  a  large-sized  one,  so  there 
wa.'<  ample  space  for  the  bout  to  take  place. 

'I'he  man  who  said  he  was  going  to  punch  AVild  iu  the  jaw 
was  a  .six-footer,  and  looked  as  though  he  might  lie  very  active. 

"Are  you  really?”  asked  our  hero,  as  tli(‘j'  faced  each  other. 

••Vcm!”  And  with  that  the  ruffian  let  his  fist  ^go  at  the 
b  '  face, 

i  wn:  a  lieavy  blow,  and  wlien  it  hit  nothing  but  the  empty 
;;.r  the  man  nearly  lost  his  balance  from  the  jar  it  gave  him. 

B‘-for^  he  could  i-eeover  himself  he  did  lose  his  balance. 

'1  L:  '-an  *•  WHS  that  tie  received  a  right  swing  on  the  ear 
I:  jtii  hi  youthful  opponent. 


When  he  struck  tlu'  floor  the  bottles  jingled  on  the  shelves, 
and  .lohu  .Sedgwick,  the  chok.  laughed  as  though  It  was  the 
greatest  joke  he  had  evei‘  witnessed. 

'Phe  two  Germans  looked  at  Wild  iji  ayiazenienf. 

Xevei-  had  they  seen  anything  like  it  befoi’e. 

But  those  who  knew  Young  Wild  West  simply  smiled  in  a 
knowing  way. 

Big  Barney  at  once  ran  to  the  aid  of  the  fallen  man  and 
lifted  him  to  his  feet. 

"'riier  boy  caught  yei’  nappiu',  Horace,”  he  said. 

"How  in  blazes  did  he  do  it,  anyhow,  Burney'.''”  gasped  the 
surprised  ruffian,  as  lie  balanced  himself  on  his  feet  and  shook 
himself  like  a  dog  just  out  of  the  water, 

"1  don’t  know,  hardly.  You’ve  got  to  mind  your  eye.  I 
reckon  he’s  a  regular  prize-fighter.” 

At  this  John  Sedgwick  burst  into  a  fit  of  merriment. 

"He  isn’t  a  prize-fighter,”  remarked  he.  "Young  wild  West 
is  simply  a  whole  team  in  himself,  no  matter  what  it  is  to  do, 
I  wouldn’t  be  surprised  if  he  could  whip  the  whole  four  of 
you  fellows  in  any  sort  of  a  fight.” 

"You’d  better  keep  your  mouth  shut,  or  I’ll  reach  over,  pull 
you  out  of  there,  an’  knock  a  couple  of  teeth  down  your 
throat.” 

Sedgwick  had  put  up  with  an  awful  lot  from  the  four  roughs 
before  our  friends  came  in. 

Now  that  Young  AVild  AA'est  and  his  partners  were  there  to 
show  him  fair  play,  he  resolved  to  let  himself  out,  just  for 
once. 

'The  words  were  no  more  than  out  of  Big  Barney’s  month 
when  Sedgwick  leaped  over  the  bar  and  struck  him  a  blow  in 
the  face. 

Then  there  were  two  fights  going  on. 

"Just  leave  us  alone  now,”  called  out  Young  AATld  AA'est, 
and  then  he  hit  his  man  a  punch  in  the  ribs  that  staggered 
him.  “AVe  are  capable  of  attending  to  tiiem,  I  guess;  if  we 
find  that  we  are  not,  we  will  call  upon  you.  ” 

John  Sedgwick  soon  showed  that  he  knew  something  about 
the  game  of  fisticuffs. 

As  soon  as  he  hit  Big  Barney  he  sprang  aside  and  avoided 
the  savage  rush  that  was  made  for  him  and  landed  another 
blow. 

He  sent  the  big  ruffian  staggering  against  our  hero  just  as 
AATld  sent  his  man  down  by  a  left  hook  on  the  chin,  and  un¬ 
able  to  resist  the  temptation,  he  knocked  Big  Barney  back  to 
l^edgwick. 

Then  the  big  ruffian  grabbed  for  his  revolver,  but  it  was 
kicked  out  of  his  hand  by  Cheyenne  Charlie  before  he  could 
use  it. 


The  fight  lasted  just  one  minute  aftei'  that. 

Sedgwick  took  advantage  of  the  surprise  that  Big  Parne.v 
got  when  thie  weapon  was  kicked  out  of  his  hand,  and  he 
quickly  gave  him  one  in  the  stomach  that  took  all  the  fight, 
as  well  as  the  wind,  out  of  him. 

AATld  polished  olf  his  man  at  about  the  same  time,  and  then 
the  two  victors  stood  over  the  fallen  ruffians,  waiting  for 
them  to  call  out  enough  or  get  up  and  renew  the  tiglit. 

But  they  could  not  very  well  do  either  just  then. 

But  Big  Barney  coidd  not  get  breath  enough  for  him  to 
speak,  and  the  fellow  called  Horace  was  uucouseious  from  a 
rap  he  had  received  on  the  point  of  the  jaw. 

“Now.  then,’’  ob.served  our  hero,  looking  at  the  other  two 
men.  “if  either  of  you  think  you  can  figlit  better  than  your 
friends,  just  step  out  liere.’’ 

“AA'e  don’t  want  to  fight,”  one  of  them  answered  quickly. 

“No;  we  never  said  we  wanted  to  tight."  chimed  in  the 
other. 


“All  right,  then.  Now  let  me  tell  you  a  tiling  or  two:  Don’t 
impose  on  any  one  you  think  is  weaker  than  you  are.  Be 
men.  and  do  to  others  as  you  would  have  them  do  to  you. 
'That  Is  what  the  Bible  says,  and  if  every  one  acted  according 
to  it.  this  world  would  be  a  tine  place.  I  don't  bear  any  of 
you  a  grudge,  and  I  don’t  want  to  bother  with  you  again. 
Just  behave  yourselves,  and  you  and  all  tliose  who  come  in 
contact  with  you  will  be  the  better  for  it." 

He  turned  to  the  two  lu'others  from  Germany,  and  then 
said  to  them; 

“Hans  and  Carl  Spc'ct.  if  you  caim^  to  AA’eston  for  tlie  jmr- 
pose  of  going  to  work.  1  guess  you  will  l»e  allowed  to  go 
aliead  and  do  it.  'There  is  plenty  of  work  to  1h*  (hme  heric  and 
jmu  ouglit  to  lie  able  to  get  your  sljaiv  of  it.”  , 

“'I'hat’s  I'ighl!"  cried  John  Sedgwick.  “'I’liree  cheers  for 
A'oinig  AVild  AA'wsf.  I  say.” 

The  clieiu's  were  given  with  a  will,  and  bowing  his  aeknowl- 
odgmeiiL,  Wild  buckled  on  his  belt  and  started  for  the  dour. 
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('heyfiine  ('harlie,  .fim  Dart  and  Jack  Robedee  followed 
him  out  of  tlie  place. 

“Some  more  bad  men  have  learned  a  lesson,”  remarked 
Jim.  as  they  walked  over  to  the  post-office. 

“It  does  me  good  to  take  such  fellows  down  a  peg  or  two,” 
retorted  Wild.  “I  am  always  happening  around  when  such 
men  as  they  are  beginning  to  show  off.  it  seems.  I  suppose, 
now.  tliey  will  be  looking  for  revenge.” 

Tlie  lour  now  walked  over  to  the  company's  office,  Wild 
leading  his  horse. 

His  partners  went  inside,  while  he  led  Spitfire  to  the  stable 
and  put  him  in  his  stall. 

There  were  quite  a  few  in  the  office  when  he  went  in. 

It  was  a  few  minutes  to  twelve,  and  Walter  Jenkins,  the 
superintendent  of  the  mine,  had  just  come  in  with  a  big  lump 
of  gold  tliat  had  been  taken  out  by  one  of  the  men  a  short 
time  before. 

With  him  was  Bub  Sprague,  a  foreman  under  him,  and  he 
was  so  enthusiastic  over  the  tind  that  he  was  doing  a  few 
steps  of  a  jig. 

“What’s  all  the  excitement  about?”  Wild  asked,  pushing 
his  way  to  the  stabie  where  the  chunk  of  yellow  metal  was 
being  inspected. 

“This  is  about  the  biggest  chunk  I  ever  saw  taken  from  a 
lode.”  Walter  Jenkins  replied,  “I  have  handled  quite  con¬ 
siderable  of  the  stuff,  and  I  think  it  safe  to  say  that  fully 
three-fourths  of  that  lump  is  virgin  gold.” 

“That  is  a  big  one,”  our  hero  admitted,  as  he  felt  of  it. 
“It  is  just  about  as  much  as  a  fellow  would  want  to  carry 
very  far.  You  never  picked  up  any  such  chunks  of  gold  as 
that  while  on  the  road  with  your  theatrical  show,  when  you 
was  an  actor,  did  you.  Bub?” 

“1  guess  not,”  was  the  reply.  “If  I  had  picked  up  a  few 
like  it.  I  rather  think  1  would  be  in  the  show  business  yet.” 

The  lump  of  gold  was  taken  out  to  the  vault  they  kept 
such  things  in,  and  then  it  w^as  time  for  dinner. 

While  at  dinner  a  sudden  thought  came  into  the  head  of 
Young  Wild  West. 

“Jim,”  said  he.  “do  you  kno-w  what  just  struck  me?” 

“No.”  replied  Jim.  “What  new  scheme  is  it  now?”_ 

“It  isn’t  a  scheme  at  all;  it's  just  this;  I  have  come  to 
the  conclusion  that  I  need  a  vacation.” 

“A  vacation!” 

“Yes.” 

“Well!”  and  Dart  laughed. 

“Perhaps  you  think  I  am  not  entitled  to  it.” 

“If  anybody  is  entitled  to  a  vacation,  it  is  you.  You  have 
worked  link’d  to  build  up  this  town,  and  you  are  always  do¬ 
ing  something  for  the  good  of  it.  Vacation!  I  wonder  if 
you  really  could  take  one?” 

“Well,  the  more  I  think  about  it.  the  more  I  feel  like  do¬ 
ing  it.  And  when  I  take  a  vacation  you  and  the  rest  of  us 
will  take  one.  also.” 


“Wliere  would  you  go— to  some  city  in  the  East?” 

“V'ell.  no‘.  I  say!  How  about  us  all  going  out  to  Roaring 
Ranch  and  having  a  good  time  for  a  week  or  two?” 

“Of  course.  There  is  no  danger  of  the  Indians  bothering 
us,  as  they  are  back  in  the  hills,  and  the  most  of  them  are  at 
peace,  anyhow.  ” 

“Well,  Wild,  the  very  thought  of  a  vacation  spent  at  Roar¬ 
ing  Ranch  makes  me  feel  good.” 

“Me.  too,  when  I  come  to  think  of 
chunk  of  gold  that  got  me  into  the 
tion.” 

“Wliy,  how  could  that  put  it  into  your  head?” 

“It  struck  me  that  we  are  having  such  good  luck  in  the 
mining  business  that  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  get  away 
Irom  it  for  a  while.  We  liave  nothing  ))ut  capaljle  and  hon¬ 
est  men  in  our  employ,  .and  when  we  go  away  we  know  that 
everything  is  conduct(*d  as  well  as  though  we  were  paying 
personal  attention  to  it.  We  will  speak  to  Charlie  and  .jack 
about  this  vacation  business,  and  st>e  what  they  think  of 


it.  I  guess  it  was  that 
idea  of  taking  a  vaca- 


“Vou  know  well  enough  what  they  will  think  of  it.” 

“Oh.  I  supi)ose  it  will  strike  them  as  being  a  good  thing. 
Anj  how .  I  <im  anxious  to  see  how  tlungs  are  going  over  at 
Steuben.  We  haven’t  been  there  since  Ave  )’ode  in  wutli  the 
wagon  train  after  leaving  the  Indian  trail.” 

‘•'riie  man  you  left  in  charge  of  the  ranch  is  all  ri^dit  I 
guess."  '  ’ 


“Oh.  yes;  Aleck  Spofford  is  all  right,  and  so  is  his  wife 
Eliza,  Ihink  of  tlie  fun  we  will  have  there  with  the  cow¬ 
boys  and  citizens  of  yteuben!” 

The  two  boys  were  growing  so  enthusiastic  over  the  pro¬ 


posed  vacation  that  they  realh*  seemed  like  a  couple  of 
schoolboys  bent  on  a  lark. 

But  they  both  had  the  fever  now.  and  after  dinner  they 
sought  out  Charlie  and  Jack  and  told  them  about  it. 

Though  not  a  little  surprised,  tliey  w’ere  both  pleased  to 
the  utmost. 

“I  never  had  anything  to  strike  me  better  than  this  does.” 
observed  Charlie,  “and  I  know  it  will  please  .\nna  as  well 
as  anything  would." 

“And  won’t  it  please  Martha!”  exclaimed  Jack. 

Both  men  were  ahvays  anxious  to  do  things  that  suited 
their  wives,  and  this  was  one  of  the  many  pi'oofs  that  their 
hearts  w'ere  in  the  right  places. 

“I  tell  you  what  we  had  better  do  right  aw'ay. ”  said  Wild. 

“What  is  that?”  queried  Jim. 

“We  will  let  the  girls  knoAV  what  we  are  up  to,  and 'see 
how  they  do  take  to  it.” 

“That’s  it.” 

In  less  than  a  minute  they  were  heading  for  their  sweet¬ 
hearts  and  wives. 

Charlie  and  Jack  went  to  their  homes,  but  Wild  and  Jim 
saw  Arietta  and  Eloise  on  their  Avay  to  the  post-office. 

They  hailed  the  girls,  who  waited  for  them. 

“What’s  the  matter  noAV?”  asked  Arietta,  who  could  al- 
Avays  read  the  face  of  her  lover  pretty  Avell,  “You  have  some¬ 
thing  great  to  tell  us,  and  I  knoAV  it.” 

“You  are  right,”  acknowledged  our  hero.  “At  least,  we 
think  it  is  great,  don’t  we,  Jim?” 

“I  do,  anyhow.  It  is  the  greatest  thing  I’ve  heard  in  a 
good  Avhile.  ” 

“Well,  aren’t  you  .going  to  tell  us.  after  callin.g  us  to 
stop?”  questioned  pretty  Eloise  Gardner,  looking  at  Jim  Avith 
a  little  pout  on  her  lips. 

“They  are  going  to  keep  us  in  suspense,  so  let  them.” 
spoke  up  Arietta. 

“No;  Ave  Avon’t  keep  you  in  suspense.  We  are  all  going  to 
Roaring  Rauch  to  spend  a  Aveek  or  tAvo.  It  Avill  be  a  vaca¬ 
tion  for  us.  and  I  am  feoing  to  lay  things  out  so  Ave  Avill  have 
lots  of  fun.” 

The  girls  clapped  their  hands  Avith  glee  Avhen  Young  Wild 
West  said  this. 

“Do  you  really  mean  it?”  Arietta  asked. 

“I  certainly  do,  little  one.”  Avas  the  reply.  “It  came  into 
my  head  all  of  a  sudden  while  at  the  dinner-table,  and  Avhen 
I  spoke  to  Jim  about  it  he  nearly  Aveut  crazy  over  it.  Then 
we  told  Charlie  and  Jack,  and  they  nearly  jumped  out  of 
their  boots.  They  started  to  tell  their  Avives.  and  Ave  came 
to  tell  our  SAveetliearts.  Noav,  hoAV  about  it?” 

“Oh.  Ave  will  go,  vA’ou’t  Ave,  Eloise?” 

“Yes;  and  only  be  too  glad.” 

“Well  get  ready  to  start  to-morroAV  morning,  then.  I 
Avill  send  wmrd  over  to  Devil  Creek  for  Lively  Rick  and  his 
wife,  and  I  guess,  just  to  make  things  liA’elj'.  we  Avill  take 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bub  Sprague  along.  There  might  be  a  feAV 
others,  too.  The  more,  the  merrier,  on  an  occasion  like  this, 
you  knoAv.” 

“That’s  so.” 

It  was  noAV  settled  that  they  Avere  to  ao  to  Roarin<^  Rauch 
and  help  Young  Wild  West  to  enjoy  his  vacation. 


CHAPTER  III. 


ox  THE  AV.A.A’  TO  THE  llAXCH. 

q'lie  next  morning  the  sun  rose  briglit  and  clear,  and  i' 
is  hardly  necessary  for  us  to  state  that  all  those  Avho  Avert 
going  to  Roaring  Ranch  Avere  up  Avith  it. 

Preparations  had  been  made  tlie  night  before,  and  iioaa 
CAerytiiing  was  iu  readiness  tor  the  journe.A’ 

As  the  journey  to  Young  Wild  West's  ranch  in  Wvomiu* 
Avould  take  about  throe  days,  it  Avas  necessarv  that  a'counh 
of  iiack  horses  should  go  along.  ' 

There  being  ladies  in  tlu'  ctuupany  made  it  necessarv  tha 
more  articles  should  lie  taken  along  to  iix  up  the"  c.amnim 
on  the  Avay.  ' 

It  Avas  about  seven  o’clock  when  Wild  and  Arietta  heade, 
the  procession  and  made  a  start  for  the  long  ride  over  tlu 
mountains. 

The  party  consisted  of  six  couples,  all  told,  and  Avere  a> 
follows: 

Young  Wild  West  aud  Arietta  .Murdock.  Jim  Dart  am 
Eloise  Gardner,  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  his  Avife  Anna  j'aol 
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Kol>vJt‘t‘  aiul  liis  wife  Martha.  Lively  Ulek  and  his  wife 
Ne\ada  Kate,  and  Kub  Sprague  and  his  wife  Marie.  , 

Bub’s  Mife  weighed  about  three  hundred  pounds,  so  \A’ild 
saw  to  it  that  an  extra  strong  liorse  was  provided  for  her. 

Sht*  tleolared  that  she  should  not  mind  the  long  ride  in 
the  least,  and  as  our  friends  knew  she  was  quite  used  to 
the  sadille.  they  dui  not  hesitate  to  start  out  with  her  in  the 
i»arty. 

Old  man  Murdoek  and  a  party  of  miners  stood  in  front  of 
the  post-oificv  when  the  party  eame  along,  and  when  they 
were  nearly  opi)osite  to  him  he  took  off  his  hat  and  led  the 
men  in  a  cheer. 

Wild  gave  the  word,  and  all  hands  bowed  gracefully  iu 
return,  the  male  members  of  the  crowd  taking  off  their 
hats. 

The  cheering  had  hardly  died  out  when  they  were ‘oppo¬ 
site  the  Gazoo  Hotel,  and  then  Proprietor  Brown  showed 
how  he  had  his  men  trained  to  salute  a  distinguished  party 
when  they  went  by. 

“There’s  no  use  talking,"  said  Bub  Sprague,  when  they  had 
passed  the  hotel.  “Young  AVild  AA'est  is  the  most  popular 
young  fellow  in  the  AA'est  to-day.  A^ou  could  easily  tell  that 
the  men  are  just  crazy  over  his  dashing  appearance  when 
they  give  them  cheers.” 

“Yes.”  answered  his  wife.  “If  you  should  have  received 
such  cheering  as  that  when  we  were  on  the  road  wdth  the 
show  I  would  not  have  lost  all  my  money  in  the  venture.” 

“Oh,  pshaw!  Alarie;  don’t  bring  up  such  things.  They  are 
painful  to  me.” 

“I  should  say  they  would  be  painful,”  snapped  the  woman, 
who  was  always  ready  to  censure  her  husband  for  being  the 
means  of  making  her  spend  her  fortune  in  the  show  busi¬ 
ness. 

On  two  or  three  occasions  AA’ild  had  advised  her  not  to 
talk  of  her  troubles  iu  public,  but  sometiiues  she  would  for¬ 
get  herself. 

She  dropped  it  this  morning,  however,  as  she  noticed  that 
some  of  the  rest  turned  when  she  began  to  talk  iu  her  sour 
way. 

The  horses  rode  along  at  an  easy  jog,  and  soon  the  town 
our  friends  took  so  much  pride  in  was  left  behind. 

A  large  portion  of  the  route  to  Itoaring  Kauch  was  anything 
but  smooth  and  level. 

But  once  at  the  other  side  of  the  range  and  they  would 
have  excellent  traveling. 

As  soon  as  AA’eston  was  out  of  sight,  the  scenery  was  wild 
ami  lonesome  iu  the  extreme. 

But  no  one  in  the  party  minded  this,  and  they  rode  along 
chatting  and  laughing  as  though  they  were  simply  going  to 
a  picnic  a  few  miles  out.  instead  of  making  a  journey  through 
a  countty  that  was  infested  with  wild  beasts,  and  that  had 
so  lately  been  the  lurking-place  of  the  red  man  on  the  war¬ 
path. 

But  there  were  no  hostile  Indians  about  that  part  of  the 
country  now,  and  no  one  knew  this  any  better  than  Young 
Wild  West. 

If  there  had  been,  he  would  not  have  started  out  on  a 
vacation. 

But  whether  there  were  any  white  renegades  hanging  about 
the  trail  he  did  not  know. 

They  would  have  to  run  their  chances  on  that. 

It  was  a  pretty  warm  day,  and  when  they  came  to  a  halt 
at  noon,  Mrs.  Sprague  admitted  that  she  was  pretty  well 
tired  out. 

The  pack  horses  were  loaded  with  such  things  in  the  way 
of  delicacies  that  AATld  and  his  friends  never  got  when  on 
such  a  journey  by  themselves. 

They  would  have  to  run  their  chances  on  that. 

So,  with  the  game  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Lively  Rick  had 
shot  on  the  way,  they  sat  down  to  an  excellent  meal. 

It  was  pretty  close  to  the  hour  of  two  when  they  mounted 
and  set  out  again. 

The  next  halt  was  not  to  be  made  till  seven  o’clock;  this 
AVild  took  pains  to  impress  upon  them. 

“We  want  to  get  to  the  ranch  before  sunset  on  the  third 
day,”  he  said,  “No  doubt  Aleck  Spofford  and  his  wife  will 
'>e  «urprlse<l  when  they  see  us  come  into  the  stockade,  but 
-,ve  bad  no  way  of  sending  word  to  them;  and,  besides,  I 
gucH.s  It  will  be  a  good  idea  to  take  them  by  surprise.  I 
^aii  see,  then,  just  what  shape  they  are  keeping  the  ranch 

in." 

“That’s  Just  It,”  retorted  .Tim.  “I  hope  we  don’t  meet 
— jth  any  such  gang  as  we  came  In  contact -with  on  our  last 
trip  tl  '  way.” 


“AA’’ell,  if  we  should,  I  guess  we  ct)uld  take  care  of  them.” 

“We  took  care  of  ’em  ther  last  time  at  least  ^^’11d  did.” 
spoke  up  Charlie,  with  a  grin, 

“You  are  speaking  of  the  renegades  wlio  had  a  head-/ 
<iuarters  in  a  phu-e  called  Riley’s  Run.  are  you  not?"  (lueried 
Arietta. 

“Yes,"  answered  AViid.  “They  were  a  very  bad  lot,  and 
tlie  people  over  in  Steuben  and  vicinity  were  afraid  to  go 
tiu’ough  tile  run  on  acccnint  of  the  \illains  infesting  it.  ’i’hey' 
would  go  by  a  I'oute  that  was  tiiree  or  four  miles  longer  if 
tliey  had  to  come  anywhere  east  of  the  settlement.  We  were 
tol(i  not  to  go  through  the  Run  by  the  man  I  bought  the 
ranch  oL  but  tluU  only  made  me  want  to  go  that  way.  We. 
met  the  renegades,  and  I  got  the  drop  on  their  loader  right) 
away.  I  did  not  shoot  him  then,  but  gave  hmi  a  little  ad¬ 
vice,  while  Charlie,  Jim  and  Jack  kept  the  rest  of  the  gang 
covered.  Then  I  ordered  them  to  ride  on  and  they  did  soi 
as  nice  as  a  lot  of  little  schoolboys.  A  few  days  later  they' 
made  a  raid  on  my  ranch,  and  then  we  settled  them.  Their 
leader  got  killed,  and  those  who  escaped  ic-ft  the  country.” 

“But  some  of  them  might  have  come  back,"  Eloise  ven¬ 
tured,  timidly. 

“Well,  if  they  did  we  will  take  care  of  them.  I  don’t 
think  they  will  bother  us  as  long  as  AVild  is  with  us,"  said 
Jim. 

The  party  kept  on,  and  as  the  hours  passed  they  became 
more  eager  to  reach  the  ranch  and  enjoy  the  va<ation  they 
had  planned. 

During  the  afternoon  Cheyenne  Charlie  shot  a  young  bear, 
and  then  he  was  satisfied,  because  lie  was  going  to  have  some 
of  his  favorite  meat  for  supper. 

It  was  not  quite  sunset  when  they  came  to  a  hall  in  a  place 
they  had  camped  before  when  the  journey  was  made  to  see 
the  ranch  before  AA’ild  took  charge  of  it. 

Everything  was  right  here  iu  the  glade  that  would  make  a 
comfortable  place  to  pass  the  night,  and  all  that  was  needed 
was  to  cut  some  boughs  of  fir  and  put  up  the  tents  for  the 
women. 

This  w^as  done  tvhile  supper  was  being  cooked  by  Arietta 
and  the  rest,  and  wdien  they  finally  sat  down  to  the  bear 
steaks  and  other  good  things,  everybod.v,  including  Alarie 
Sprague,  was  in  an  excellent  humor. 

“I’m  mighty  glad  ther  ladies  came  along  with  us,"  said 
Jack,  as  he  helped  himself  to  some  of  the  provender. 

“How'  is  that?”  asked  Arietta.  “Hotv  is  that  in  particular, 
for  I  know  that  you  are  glad  w’e  come  from  a  standpoint  in 
general ?” 

“AA’ell,  it  relieves  me  of  doin’  ther  cookin’,  you  see. 

There  was  a  laugh  all  around  at  this,  for.  somehow’,  it  al¬ 
ways  fell  to  the  lot  of  Jack  to  do  the  cooking  when  they  were 
out  on  the  trail  and  w’eut  into  <-amp. 

“AA’ith  that  much  off  your  mind,  1  should  think  you  might 
be  able  to  tell  us  one  of  your  storie.s."  Jim  ventured. 

“I  s’pose  you  want  me  to  start  up  a  story  so  you  kin  have 
ther  fun  of  interruptin’  me.” 

“Oh,  no.  If  you  w’ill  tell  a  good  story  I  promise  you  I 
W'on’t  say  a  word  till  you  are  through.” 

“AA’ell,  I’ll  tell  one.  then.  But  I  don’t  believe  you  kin  keep 
your  promise.” 

“You  just  try  me.  Go  ahead  with  your  story.” 

“AA’ait  till  I  git  through  eatin’,  au’  I'll  tell  you  of  some¬ 
thin’  that  happened  to  me  when  I  was  a  boy  home  in  New 

York  State.” 

All  hands  assured  him  that  they  were  willing  to  wait  that 
long,  and  then  the  meal  progressed. 

AATien  Jack  had  finished  and  lighted  his  pipe,  he  began: 

“I  think  I  have  told  you  before  lliat  1  lived  in  a  country 

town  when  I  was  a  boy.  AA'ell,  w'hen  I  wa.s  about  twelve 

years  old  I  had  a  pretty  good  adventure.  A'mi  set*.  1  was  car¬ 
ried  off  by  gypsies." 

“Gj'psies!”  echoed  .liin. 

“There!  1  told  you  you  couldn’t  keep  from  interruptin’ 
me.  Gypsies  is  what  I  said,  Jim  Dart.  Now,  if  you  say  an¬ 
other  wmrd  w’hile  I’m  telliu’  ther  story,  I  won’t  tell  it.'  As 
I  said  before,  wdien  1  was  about  twelve  years  of  age  I  was 
carried  off  by  a  band  of  gypsies. 

“It  w'as  in  ther  fall  of  ther  year,  an’  when  a  gypsy  band 
come  along  an’  camped  about  tw’o  miles  from  our  liouse  I 
made  u])  my  mind  that  1  Avas  goin’  to  have  my  fortune  told 
by  ’em.  I  heard  my  mother  an’  my  aunt  an’  a  wdiolt*  lot  more 
women  in  our  neighborhood  sayin’  they  was  goin’  to  have 
their  fortunes  told,  so  I  thought  I  might  as  well  have  mine 
told,  too. 

“I  wanted  to  knotv  Avhat  the  future  had  in  store  for  me, 
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so  ligured  that  tlu*  fifty  cents  my  .uvanddad  had  given  me 
fur  otioiipin’  somethin’  like  a  curd  of  wood  couldn  t  tie  in¬ 
vested  in  a  better  way.  ,  ^  ^  ^ 

“So  when  niv  mother  was  tellin  fatlier  about  Iioan  thei 
gypsy  queen  had  told  her  so  many  true  things  about  what 
had  hapiiened  and  how  she  was  goin  to  b-e  veij  A\ea  t^ 
\ylivii  jfihe  got  to  be  t'ortv  yeurs  old.  au  u  lot  moie  such  stutt, 
1  concluded  tliat  1  would  take  a  run  over  to  the  camp  an 
learn  how  I  was  goin’  to  make  out  through  ther  journey  ot 

was  jest  a  little  before  dark  when  T  started  for  ther 
gvpsv  camp  with  my  half-dollar  tied  in  my  red  pocket-hand- 
k'erciiief.  an’  1  reckoned  I  could  git  there  before  it  did  git 
dark,  and  then  come  home  with  ther  crowd  of  curious  people 
that  I  knowed  would  be  there. 

“I  hurried  along  ther  road,  meetin’  some  people  who  was 
coinin’  back,  now  and  then,  and  putt}  soon  it  got  daik  all  of 
a  sudden,  ’cause  a  thunder  shower  was  coinin’  up. 

“I  was  about  a  (luarter  of  a  mile  from  tber  camp  when  it 
began  to  rain,  so  I  started  to  run. 


‘•.Test  then  two  dark-lookin’  men  jumped  out  of  tber  bushes 
an’  grabbed  me.  One  of  ’em  put  his  hand  over  my  mouth,  an’ 
ther'^oiher  one  said:  ‘This  is  the  right  boy,  ain’t  it?’  ‘Yes,’ 
savs  ther  other  gypsy.  ‘Git  him  in  ther  wagon,  then,  for  we 
must  git  hiui  to  ther  city  of  New  York  by  to  morrow  moruin’, 
so’.s  we  kin  git  ther  live  thousand  dollars.’  ‘That’s  right,’ 
«avs  tlie  other  one;  so  ther  fust  thing  I  knowed  I  was  dumped 
inp)  a  wagon  an’  carted  otf  like  anything.  Myt  but  they  made 
that  team  of  horses  jump! 

‘•Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  they  got  me  to  New 
Y"prk  Gity  early  next  mornin’ -  a  little  before  daylight  an’ 
then  1  was  locked  up  in  one  of  ther  sewers  for  a  couple  of 


‘•All  1  had  to  eat  was  bolivars  and  mince-pie,  an  I  come 
mighty  near  starvin’  to  death.” 

Jim  let  out  something  like  a  grogn  at  this,  but  Robedee  did 
not  apiiear  to  notice  it,  and  kept  right  on  with  his  story. 

‘•On  ther  mornin’  ot  ther  third  day  two  of  ther  gypsies 
come  to  me  an’  says:  ‘You  ain’t  ther  boy  we  wanted.  We 
found  out  that  your  father  ain’t  got  a  cent,  either,  so  you 
kin  go  liome!’  Thar’s  all  there  is  to  ther  story,  but  It  is 
true,  every  word  of  it.” 

‘“It  is  a  remarkable  story,  I  must  say,”  said  Wild. 

“I  should  say  it  was.”  remarked  Jim.  “It  must  have  been 
awful  to  have  lived  in  a  sewer  for  two  days,  with  uothiug 
to  eat  but  bolivars  and  mince-pie.” 

.  ‘-You  act  as  though  you  don’t  believe  ther  story,”  Jack  ob¬ 
served.  a  little  testily. 

“Ob,  1  believe  it.” 

“Well,  what  are  you  talkin’  about,  then?” 

‘•1  didn't  know  people  lived  in  sewers;  that’s  what  made 
me  speak.” 

•‘Well,  you’ve  never  seen  a  sewer,  have  you?” 

“No.”  confessed  Jim. 

‘•plow  should  you  know  how  big  they  are,  then?” 

“I  have  read  about  them.” 

‘•Oh!"  .Tack  sneered.  “Well,  I’ve  seen  lots  of  ’em,  an’  I 
lived  in  one  for  two  days.” 

•‘You  ought  to  know  all  about  ’em.  theu. ”  spoke  up  Lively 
Rick,  who  doubted  the  story  as  much  as  any  of  the  rest  did, 
but  felt  like  holping  Jack  out  a  little. 

“Of  course  I  had.” 

“Well,  let  the  .story  drop,”  said  Wild,  rising  to  his  feet. 
“I  must  say  I  have  heard  Jack  tell  a  better  story  than  that 
one,  but  it  is  a  good  enough  one,  for  all  that.” 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  our  hero’s  mouth  when  the 
sharp  report  of  a  rifle  rang  out,  and  a  bullet  whizzed  by  dan¬ 
gerously  close  to  his  head. 

•'Get  to  cover!”  he  cried,  “There’s  something  up,  I  guess.” 

Lloise  uttered  a  terrified  scream,  as  all  hands  hastened  to 
obey. 

“Indians!"  she  cried.  “Oh,  what  will  we  do?" 

“Don’t  be  alarmed,”  answered  Young  Wild  West,  who  was 
endeavoring  to  pierce  the  rapidly  gathering  darkness  with  his 
eagle  eye.  "It  was  not  an  Indian  who  fired  that  shot,  1  feel 
certain.  There  are  no  Indians  about  here,” 

He  saw  a  puff  of  smoke  just  then,  and  down  he  dropped. 

A  report  rang  out  almost  at  the  same  time,  and  another 
bullet  leached  the  camp,  striking  a  tree  at  his  side. 

Wild  raised  his  rifle  and  shot  at  the  bush  just  below  where 
he  saw  the  puft  of  smoke. 


Clack! 


As  the  report  of  the  rifle  rang  out  there  was  a  yell  of  pain 
and  theu  Uxa  ututaat  stillness  Drevalled. 


•‘Come,  Charlie,"  he  exclaimed.  “We  will  go  and  find  out 
who  are  so  anxious  to  make  targets  of  us.  ('ome!  We  don't 
want  to  lose  a  minute." 

“All  right!”  answered  the  scout,  and  the  next  moment  the 
two  were  gliding  away  in  the  gloom. 

Wild  knew  that  Jim  and  the  rest  could  take  care  of  the 
camp.  , 

There  were  plenty  of  loose  boulders  scattered  about,  and 
they  could  crouch  behind  these  and  thus  keep  out  of  range  of 
the  enemy. 

Young  Wild  West  was  detennined  to  find  out  who  it  was  that 
had  fired  the  shots. 

And  when  he  did  find  them  he  meant  to  punish  them. 

He  was  leading  the  way  straight  for  the  bush  he  had  fired 
upon,  keeping  well  in  the  shadow  of  a  cliff. 

And  Cheyenne  Charlie  was  following  him  as  cautiously  a.s  a 
cat  creeping  after  a  mouse. 

The  way  led  up  a  slight  ascent,  and  when  they  had  made 
about  half  the  distance  Wild  suddenly  turned  to  the  left. 

He  was  now  going  to  make  a  detour,  and  if  possible  come 
upon  them  from  a  direction  they  would  not  be  looking. 

Charlie  understood  what  the  turn  in  the  route  meant. 

In  less  than  two  minutes  the  two  had  reached  a  point  that 
was  almost  parallel  with  the  top  of  the  cliff  and  about  a  hun¬ 
dred  yards  from  the  place  the  shots  had  been  fired  from. 

The  two  were  creeping  along  swiftly  now. 

Suddenly  they  heard  a  slight  noise  ahead  of  them,  and  the 
next  instant  they  saw  tour  shadowy  terms  skulking  toward 
them. 

“Halt!”  cried  Young  "Wild  West,  in  a  ringing  tone.  ‘•Make 
another  move,  you  black-hearted  scoundrels,  and  you  will 
die!  ” 

As  dark  as  it  was,  he  recognized  one  of  the  forms  as  Big 
Barney,  the  man  w'ho  had  been  tamed  down  in  the  barrom  of 
the  Gazoo  Hotel. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

WHAT  HAPPENED  TO  THE  FOUK  RUFFIAXS. 

Big  Barney  and  his  three  companions  did  not  have  any  par¬ 
ticular  love  for  Young  Wild  West  after  the  incident  in  the 
barroom  of  the  Gazoo  Hotel, 

They  did  not  have  much  use  for  any  one  in  Weeton,  in  lact, 
as  every  one  they  saw  laughed  at  them. 

John  Sedgwick,  the  quiet  clerk  of  the  hotel,  had  knocked 
Big  Barney  out  in  a  square  fist  fight. 

That  was  enough  to  make  the  miners  smile  contemptuously. 

They  had  never  seen  Sedgwick  fight  befure,  and  since  he  had 
asserted  himself  and  come  out  a  victor  over  such  a  big  brute 
of  a  man,  they  were  ready  to  almost  call  him  a  hero. 

But  the  man  he  had  defeated  had  no  place  in  their  hea-ts 
now,  though  he  had  amused  some  of  them  greatly  by  his  antics 
with  the  two  Germans. 

The  four  ruffians  had  come  bo  Weston  to  hang  around  and 
make  their  living  by  working  a  little  and  gambling  and  loafing 
a  great  deal. 

If  it  came  to  the  point  they  might  do  a  little  thieving,  tco, 
if  there  vvas  a  good  chance. 

They  left  the  hotel  shortly  after  Wild  and  his  partners  went 
out. 

After  holding  a  short  consultation  outside,  one  of  the  men 
went  over  to  the  grocery  near  by  and  bought  a  small  supply 
of  provisions. 

They  divided  the  articles  among  them,  and  then  mounting, 
rode  about  half  a  mile  out  of  town  and  pitched  a  camp. 

“There  is  no  use  in  giving  our  good  money  to  ther  hotels 
for  board,”  Big  Barney  said.  “We  kin  live  cheaper  by  campin' 
out.  Ther  weather  is  warm,  an’  it  won’t  do  us  any  harm  to 
sleep  in  ther  open  air.  To-morrer  we  will  stake  out  a  claim 
apiece  an’  then  I  guess  we  will  be  all  right." 

“I  ain’t  much  in  love  with  this  place,  to  tell  ther  truth." 
spoke  up  the  man  who  had  been  knocked  senseless  by  Young 
Wild  West.  “I  think  it  v/ouUl  be  a  good  plan  to  shift  to  some 
other  town.” 

"Well,  mebbe  we  will.  We  kin  stay  around  hero  a  while  an' 
see  if  this  feller  Young  Wild  West  is  goin'  to  houml  us  any. 
If  he  does  interfere  with  me  ag'ln  I’ll  lay  for  him  an'  slu'ot 
him  in  ther  bark!" 

“That's  it!"  exclaimed  the  other,  %Yhile  the  remaining  two 
villains  nodded  approvingly. 

The  quartet  kept  pretty  dose  during  the  lemaiiukr  of  ihe 
day  and  the  night  following  it. 
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t^nco  or  twice  they  sejit  for  liquor  to  one  of  the  saloons,  and 
that  sufficed  to  make  them  enjoy  thoinselvos  as  they  wore  in 
^  the  habit  of  doins. 

The  place  they  had  camped  at  was  not  far  from  the  road 
that  led  out  of  Weston  to  the  west,  and  when  they  w’ere  pre¬ 
paring  their  breakfast  the  next  morning  what  Avas  their  sur¬ 
prise  to  see  Young  Wild  West  and  a  party  of  men  and  ladies 
riding  past  equipped  as  though  they  were  going  on  a  lengthy 
journey. 

"It  would  be  a  good  idea  to  follow  ’em,  I  think,”  said  one 
of  the  men. 

■‘That’s  what  I  think,"  chimed  in  another. 

“Blamed  if  it  wouldn’t  be  a  good  idea.” 

Big  Barney  nodded  in  a  satisfied  way. 

“I  guess  we'll  do  that,’’  he  remarked.  “We  might  ma,ke 
somethin’  by  it.  If  we  work  it  nice,  we  ought  to  be  able  to  get 
hold  of  what  money  and  valuables  they’ve  got.  Ther  fact  of 
ther  bein’  Avomen  with  ’em  will  make  ’em  easy  victims,  I 
reckon.” 

“Mebbe  we  wor^’t  have  to  kill  any  of  ’em,"  spoke  up  one, 
who  was  no  doubt  averse  to  the  shedding  of  blood. 

“Mebbe  not,”  answered  Big  Barney. 

The  more  they  talked  over  the  scheme  the  more  convinced 
>  they  were  that  it  Avas  the  best  thing  they  could  do  to  follow 
our  friends. 

So  a  few  minutes  later  they  broke  camp,  and  one  of  their 
number  was  sent  to  the  store  to  get  a  few  necessaries  they 
^  would  need  for  a  long  journey. 

“You  can’t  tell  how  far  Ave’ll  have  to  follOAV  ’em,  you  know," 
Big  Barney  said. 

Young  Wild  W'est  and  his  friends  left  a  plain  trail,  as  they 
did  not  think  of  trying  to  conceal  it. 

It  was  a  regular  trail,  anyway,  but  so  little  traversed  that 
it  could  easily  be  told  Avhen  some  went  over  it  afresh. 

The  four  ruffians  took  good  care  not  to  get  too  close  to  the 
party  they  were  following. 

They  did  not  Avant  to  meet  Young  Wild  West,  even  if  they 
met  him  while  acting  as  honest  men. 

W’hen  pur  friends  halted  at  noon,  the  men  were  not  far  dis¬ 
tant. 

They  halted  within  six  hundred  ya’'ds  of  them,  but  took  care 
not  to  make  much  noise. 

Once  Big  Barney  climbed  up  beside  a  point  of  rock,  and 
^  seeing  Young  Wild  West  in  plain  vieAV,  raised  his  rifle  to  fire 
at  him. 

He  might  have  done  so  had  it  not  been  for  the  man  who  AA’as 
aA'erse  to  the  shedding  of  blood. 

%  This  fellow  bore  the  name  of  Harvey,  and  though  he  was 
a  rather  ignorant  man  there  was  some  good  in  him. 

He  had  enjoyed  the  fun  with  the  darky  and  Chinaman  as 
much  as  any  of  the  rest,  but  he  did  not  believe  in  taking  a  life, 
unless  there  v/as  no  help  for  it.  . 

So  when  Big  Barney  raised  his  rifle  to  Are  at  Young  Wild 
W’est,  Harvey  cafled  out  to  him  to  stop. 

“Don’t  do  that,”  he  said.  “You  will  spoil  ther  whole  thing 
If  you  do.  W’e  want  to  git  what  they’ve  got  with  ’em,  an’ 
to  git  it  we’ve  got  to  do  it  on  ther  sly.  If  you  was  to  fire  now 
ther  whole  lot  of  ’em.  would  be  after  us  in  no  time;  an’  then 
where  would  we  fetch  up?" 

The  big  villain  lowered  his  rifle  and  came  dOAvm  from  his 

*  perch. 

"Mebbe  you’re  right,  Harvey,”  was  all  he  said. 

But  though  the  villain  gave  in  to  the  man,  he  did  not  think 
that  way. 

9  He  had  an  idea  that  it  would  be  much  easier  to  rob  the 
party  if  Young  Wild  W^est  was  out  of  the  way. 

And  he  intended  to  shoot  the  boy  before  making  a  raid  on 

them. 

This  was  in  his  mind  all  the  afternoon,  and  finally  when 
he  found  where  the  young  prince  of  the  saddle  and  his  com¬ 
panions  were  going  to  camp  for  the  night,  he  began  to  get 
ready  to  fire  the  treacherous  shot. 

“Boys,"  he  observed,  as  they  tied  their  horses,  “I  am  goin’ 
to  drop  Young  WMld  West  afore  it  gits  too  dark.  With  him 
out  of  ther  way  we  won’t  have  much  trouble  in  raidin’  ther 

♦  rc«t  of  'em.  Ther’ll  be  only  five  of  ’em  to  show  fight,  then, 
an'  they'll  have  to  look  after  ther  women.” 

it  nevf-r  occurred  to  him  that  some  of  the  wmmen  in  that 
camp  could  handle  shooting  irons  as  Avell  as  he  could,  and 
^  tr  a»  they  would  not  hesitate  to  use  them  if  it  became  neces¬ 
sary. 

■  don't  think  you'd  better  shoot  any  of  'em,  Barney,”  said 
i-'ar  e  ,  mlMIy.  “It  ean't  possibly  do  us  any  good,  even  if  we 
to  git  ■‘.her  money  an’  other  things.  If  we  are  goln’  to 


rob  ’em  let’s  do  it  by  sneakin’  in  without  havin’  to  do  any 
shootin’  at  all.” 

“Who’s  boss  here,  you  or  me?”  cried  the  big  villain,  angrily. 

“Well,  1  reckon  you  are  supposed  to  be  our  leader,  but  that 
don't  say  that  a  feller  ain’t  got  nothin’  to  say.” 

“It  don’t,  eh?  If  I’m  ther  leader  of  this  gang,  w’hat  I  Say 
has  to  go,  do  yer  know  that?” 

“That’s  right,”  spoke  up  the  man  Wild  'had  thrashed. 
“You've  got  all  to  do  Avith  it,  Barney.” 

The  other  man  said  nothing,  which  made  it  appear  as 
though  he  sided  with  Harvey. 

But  Big  Barney  did  not  ask  him  to  express  his  opinion  just 
then. 

He  meant  to  shoot  Young  Wild  West,  and  it  m.ade  no  differ¬ 
ence  what  any  of  the  rest  said  or  thought  about  it. 

Pretty  soon  he  picked  up  his  rifle  and  started  to  sneak  away 
from  the  spot. 

Harvey  shrugged  his  shoulders  uneasily,  but  said  nothing. 

When  he  heard  the  crack  of  a  rifle  a  minute  or  so  later  he 
walked  over  to  his  horse  and  threw'^  on  the  saddle. 

The  other  tAvo  followed  his  example,  neither  of  them  utter¬ 
ing  a  word. 

Then  the  one  w'ho  was  so  bent  on  having  the  life  of  our  hero 
saddled  the  horse  of  Big  Barney. 

“We  may  have  to  light  out  of  here  putty  quick,”  he  re¬ 
marked. 

Then  another  shot  rang  out,  and  the  next  moment  Big  Bar¬ 
ney  came  running  toward  them. 

“Did  yer  drop  him?”  asked  Harvey. 

“No;  I  didn’t,”  was  the  surly  retort. 

“I’m  glad  of  that” 

“You  are,  hey?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  I'll  make  yer  change  yer  opinion  afore  we  git  many 
miles'from  here,  see  if  I  don’t.” 

“No,  you  won’t,  Barney.  No  one  ever  made  me  change  my. 
opinion.  I  might  be  made  to  say  I’d  change  it,  but  I’d  keep 
on  thinkin’  ther  same  w'ay,  jest  ther  same.” 

.  “I’ve  a  strong  notion  of  shootin’  you,  Harvey.” 

“You’d  better  not.” 

“See  here,”  spoke  up  the  villain  who  sided  v/ith  the  big 
leader,  “don’t  you  fellows  know  that  this  is  a  mighty  poor 
time  to  quarrel.  We’ve  got  to  git  away  from  this  spot.  If  w'e 
don’t,  some  of  those  fellows  below  will  be  cornin’  up  here,  an' 
they’ll  light  on  us  afore  w^e  know  It.  We’ll  jest  lead  ther 
horses  away  a  few  yards  an’  then  mount  an’  ride  off  to  ther 
right.” 

These  words  had  their  effect,  for  neither  Big  Barney  nor 
Harvey  said  any  more. 

They  did  j'ust  as  he  had  suggested. 

But  they  had  not  led  the  horses  far  when  they  heard  light 
footfalls  approa.ching. 

“We’ve  got  to  fight,”  whispered  Big  Barney.  “Git  ready!” 

Leaving  the  liorses  at  a  halt,  the  villain  started  forward  a 
few  steps,  the  others  following  him. 

Then  it  was  that  Young  Wild  West  halted  them. 

As  the  ringing  command  came  to  the  ears  of  the  four  ruf¬ 
fians  they  felt  that  their  time  had  come. 

There  was  something  in  the  voice  of  Young  Wild  West  when 
■je  gave  such  a  command  that  was  very  impressing,  not  to  say 
awe-inspiring. 

“Up  with  your  hands,  every  one  of  you!  ” 

They  obeyed  as  promptly  as  though  they  had  been  well 
drilled  soldiers. 

Then  our  hero  and  Cheyenne  Charlie  walked  up  to  them  as 
.coolly  as  though  they  had  simply  come  across  friends’ 

“^^ich  of  you  fired  the  shots  at  our  camp?”  Wild  asked 
sternly. 

“None  of  us,”  replied  Big  Barney. 

'  “He  lies! spoke  up  Harvey.  “It  was  him  v/hat  done  it, 
after  I  told  him  not  to.  If  it  hadn’t  been  that  he  was  afraid 
of  bein’  caught  by  you  people,  we’d  have  had  a  fight  OA^er  it. 
I  don’t  believe  in  shootin’  folks  like  that,  I  don’t.  I’m  a  putty 
bad  sort  of  a  man.  I'll  admjt,  but  I  ain’t  bad  enough  for  that.” 

There  was  naught  but  extreme  earnestness  in  the  man’s 
voice,  and  Wild  was  quite  sure  that  he  spoke  the  truth. 

The  boy  had  Rig  Barney  covered  Avith  one  revolver  and 
Harvey  with  the  other,  and  Charlie  Avas  taking  care  of  the 
other  two  in  a  similar  fashion. 

“Which  of  you  has  lied?”  our  hero  ask«d,  as  he  looked  keen¬ 
ly  at  both  the  men  he  had  covered. 

“He  ha.8!  “ 

Roth  Rig  Barney  and  Harvey  said  this. 

“That  can’t  be.  Now,  1  have  an  idea  who  is  lying,  but  L 
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«Pi  going  to  lot.  yovir  two  frionds  settle  it.  But  before  I  do 
*1  am  going  to  relieve  you  of  your  weapons  and  take  you  to 
our  camp.  Don't  one  of  you  dare  to  lower  your  hands,  now! 
If  you  do  it  will  be  the  last  of  you,  for  I  feel  in  a  shooting 
humor  just  now." 

Then  Wild  took  the  revolvers  from  their  belts  without  re¬ 
leasing  his  giasp  on  his  own. 

He  allowed  the  weapons  to  drop  to  the  ground  beside  the 
rifles  they  had  dropped  when  they  threw  up  their  hands. 

Charlie  tried  to  do  the  same  with  the  other  two,  hut  he  did 
not  do  it  as  easily  as  his  young  friend  had. 

The  man  who  had  sided  w'ith  Big  Barney  in  the  talk  about 
shooting  Wild  tried  to  get  away. 

He  made  a  wild  leap,  drawing  his  revolver  and  firing  a  shot 
as  he  did  so. 

The  bullet  cut  a  lock  of  hair  from  the  scout’s  head,  too,  and 
that  aroused  him  to  a  quick  action. 

His  owm  revolver  spoke,  and  the  villain  dropped  to  the 
ground. 

The  other  man  trembled  like  a  leaf,  too  frightened  to  speak. 

“I  told  yer  w^hat  it  wmuld  be,”  said  Harvey,  turning  to  Big 
Barney.  “Now  there's  only  three  of  us." 

“That’s  right,"  spoke  up  the  scout.  "That  feller  won’t  try 
to  do  a  dirty  trick  ag’in.  He  come  mighty  near  fetchin’  me, 
an'.  :myl.>ody  as  comes  near  to  me  as  that  never  lives  long— 
not  wlien  iVe  got  my  shooter *in  my  hand. 

“Well,  1  am  sorry  you  had  to  drop  the  fellow',”  remarked  our 
hero.  “But  he  brought  it  on  himself.” 

"You  take  'em  into  camp;  I’ll  fetch  ther  horses,”  the  scout 
remarked,  dropping  the  subject. 

"All  right.  Line  up,  you  fellow's!  Don't  try  to  get  away, 
for  if  you  do  you  know  what  will  happen.” 

The  three  did  just  as  he  told  them,  and  the  next  minute  they 
were  marching  to  the  camp  of  our  friends. 

They  had  not  gone  very  far  when  Jim  Dart  and  Lively  Rick 
met  them. 

“Ah!"  exclaimed  Jim,  when  he  saw  the  prisoners  and  the 
horses.  "You  got  them,  did  you?” 

“Yes,"  answered  Wild;  “it  was  a  very  easy  matter  to  get 
them.  They  have  a  whole  lot  to  learn  about  sneaking  around 
and  trying  to  shoot  people  from  ambush.” 

"We  heard  tw'o  shots  just  now,  and  we  thought  W'e  had  bet¬ 
ter  come  up  this  way,  thinking  you  might  be  in  trouble.” 

“Charlie  fired  the  last  shot.  The  man  who  fired  the  first 
one  lies  back  there.  He  will  never  fire  another.” 

"Oh!  ” 

That  w'as  all  the  explanation  Jim  and  Lively  Rick  wanted. 

When  oui  friends  reached  che  camp  they  found  those  who 
had  remained  there  in  a  state  of  agitation,  more  especially 
Eloise  Gardner. 

But  a  few  words  from  our  hero  soon  set  them  at  ease. 

The  campfire,  which  had  been  smothered  out,  w'as  starting 
to  blaze  again,  and  then  the  three  men  were  lined  up  before 
it,  so  all  hands  could  get  a  good  look  at  them. 

"Here  are  three  of  the  men  who  thought  it  such  fun  to  tor¬ 
ture  Ike  and  Wing  Wah.  Afte^  I  had  given  them  a  good  talk¬ 
ing  to  about  that,  they  were  not  satisfied,  but  tried  the  same 
thing  on  a  couple  of  German  greenhorns.  I  took  them  to  task 
about  that,  and,  I  thought,  taught  them  a  lesson.  Now,  here 
they  come  along,  following  our  trail  and  trying  to  shoot  some 
of  us  from  ambush.  Charlie  shot  one  of  them,  and  it  strikes 
me  that  the  other  three  ought  to  share  the  same  fate.” 

“Don't  shoot  me!”  pleaded  Harvey,  in  a  trembling  voice. 
“^^■h!ll  I  told  you  a  few  minutes  ago  was  the  truth.  It  was  Big 
BernoJ'  who  shot  at  you.  He  was  goin'  to  do  it  this  noon,  but 
1  stopped  him.  I  didn't  want  to  kill  any  of  you;  all  I  wanted 
was  to  rob  you.” 

“Is  that  right?”  Wild  asked,  turning  to  the  man  who  had 
rather  been  opposed  to  the  shooting. 

“Yes;  what  Harvey  says  is  right,"  was  the  reply.  "It  was 
Big  Barney  who  shot  at  you." 

“All  right .  then.  Harvey,  you  can  take  your  horse  and  go. 
Be  quick  about  it,  now!  And  be  sure  you  don't  get  caught  in 
any  wrong  doing  again  as  long  as  you  live." 

"Tha.’ik  you.  Young  Wild  West.  If  you  ever  catch  me  doin’ 
anything  wrong,  you  kin  shoot  m.e,  that’s  all." 

AVitheut  anothei  word  he  Avalked  over  to  his  horse  and 
mounting,  rode  off  in  the  darkness.  ’ 

“Hov/  about  :r,«>?"  asked  the  fellow  who  had  helped  get  Har¬ 
vey  out  of  his  scrape. 

“Weil.  I  suppose  you  can  go.  too.  1  will  say  the  same  thing 
to  you  that  I  did  to  Harvey.  Look  out  how  you  conduct  your- 
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“I  will,  you  kin  bet,”  was  the  joyful  response.  “Good¬ 
night,  all  hands!”  and  away  he  went  after  Harvey. 

There  was  a  hopeful  look  on  the  face  of  Big  Barney  as  our 
hero  turned  to  him. 

But  if  he  thought  he  was  going  to  get  off  as  easily  as  the 
other  two  he  was  doomed  to  disappointment. 

“You,  you  big  coward,  have  got  to  be  cowhided  before  you 
go!”  cried  Y'oung  Wild  West.  “Rick,  fetch  out  that  big  whip 
you  brought  over  from  Devil  Creek,  and  lay  it  on  this  fellow 
till  I  tell  you  to  stop!” 

“All  right,”  answered  Lively  Rick  with  a  grin,  and  he  soon 
had  the  rawhide  whip  in  his  hands.  “I  guess  1  kin  enjoy 
puttin’  it  onto  him.” 

Big  Barney  said  not  a  word. 

He  knew  it  would  be  useless  for  him  to  plead. 

That  he  deserved  more  than  a  whipping  he  well  knew,  and 
he  really  considered  that  he  was  getting  off  mighty  easy. 

Wild  had  given  the  other  two  men  their  weapons  before 
sending  them  off,  and  he  now  took  those  belonging  to  Big 
Barney  and  placed  them  on  a  rock  a  few  feet  distant  from 
the  fire. 

Then  he  led  his  horse  there  and  stood  holding  it. 

Meanwhile,  Lively  Rick  had  placed  Big  Barney  in  pofeition  to 
receive  his  medicine,  and  he  began  plying  the  whip. 

Though  the  villain  twisted  and  squirmed  as  the  lash  hurt 
him,  he  did  not  utter  a  sound. 

When  a  dozen  good  ones  had  been  given  him.  Wild  called 
out: 

“Enough!” 

“Come  here!”  he  added.  “Big  Barney,  I  want  you  to  go  and 
bury  the  man  my  friend  was  compelled  to  shoot.  After  you  do 
that  you  can  go  where  you  please.  But  if  I  ever  catch  you 
in  the  company  of  the  two  I  just  sent  off  I  will  drop  you  dead 
in  your  tracks!  Do  you  understand  what  I  say?” 

“Y^'es,”  was  the  answer. 

“Well,  bear  in  mind  that  I  mean  every  word  of  it,  then. 
There  is  no  need  of  me  telling  you  what  will  happen  if  you 
are  caught  sneaking  around  our  camp  again.  Now  I  will  give 
you  just  a  minute  to  get  out  of  sight.” 

That  was  enough. 

Big  Barney  darted  to  the  rock,  grabbed  his  weapons  and 
then  rode  off. 


CHAPTER  V. 

» 

THE  ARRIVAL  AT  ROARING  RANCH. 

“There!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West.  “I  guess  we  won’t 
be  bothered  by  those  fellows  again.” 

“Not  by  the  two  you  let  off  so  easily,  anyway,"  said  Jim. 
“But  I  won’t  vouch  for  Big  Barney.  I  think  he  would  like  to 
get  another  shot  at  you.” 

“But  he  will  make  sure  that  he  is  near  enough  to  drop  me 
the  next  time;  and  while  he  is  making  sure,  he  will  most  likely 
drop  himself,"  laughed  our  hero,  who  did  not  mind  what  had 
occurred  any  more  than  if  it  had  been  a  farce  from  start  to 
finish. 

The  girls,  now  being  satisfied  that  the  danger  was  over,  got 
chatty,  and  the  result  was  that  their  first  evening  in  camp 
was  very  pleasantly  spenc. 

A  watch  was  kept  all  night  long,  for  Wild  felt  that  there 
never  was  a  time  when  a  party  could  lie  down  and  sleep  with 
absolute  safety  in  that  region. 

But  nothing  occurred  to  disturb  them,  and  they  were. up 
with  the  sun. 

.Tack  Robedee  kindled  a  fresh  fire,  while  the  rest  of  the  male 
members  of  the  company  saw  to  the  comfort  of  the  horses. 

Then  the  girls  jumped  in  and  got  the  breakfast  ready." 

There  was  plenty  of  water  for  all  purposes  in  the  stream 
that  flowed  within  a  dozen  feet  of  the  fire,  so  (here  was  noth¬ 
ing  lacking  in  that  direction. 

It  was  shortly  after  six  when  the  journey  was  resumed 

Nothing  occurred  during  the  day.  and  when  night  came 
they  went  into  camp  in  a  suitable  spot. 

Wild  and  his  partners  knew  just  where  to  find  a  suitable 
spot,  since  they  had  been  over  the  ground  before. 

“To-morrow  night  at  this  time  we  will  be  at  Roaring 
Ranch."  our  hero  said  to  his  sweetheart,  as  thev  strolled  a 
little  way  from  the  camp  after  supper  was  over. 

“I  will  be  glad  when  we  do  get  there."  Arietta  answered 
“1  am  anxious  to  see  what  sort  of  a  ranch  vou  bought  from 
Wal  Wisp." 
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“Vou  will  bo  ploas^t.1  with  It.  1  knew,  Et.  It  is  all  a  person 
tHvaUl  wish  for,  as  far  as  a  fully-equipped  ranch  is  concerned," 

"l>o  you  expect  to  make  money  from  the  investment?" 

«  "Yes:  but  not  as  much  as  though  I  was  taking  personal 
charge  of  the  place.  Things  can't  run  just  as  you  would  like 
them  to  when  you  are  away,  you  know'.” 

"  1  don  t  know  about  that.  You  go  and  leave  your  business 
for  weeks  at  a  time,  and  I  have  never  heard  you  complain 
about  anything  being  done  wrong  when  you  came  back.” 

"That  is  true,  little  one.  We  couldn’t  have  a  better  lot  of 
men  than  we  have  got  working  our  mine  for  us.” 

"And  I  heard  you  say  that  Aleck  Spofford  was  a  very  good 
man  to  run  a  ranch." 

"Yes;  I  said  that;  and  1  believe  he  is.  But  it  is  quite  likely 
that  I  would  change  the  system  of  running  things  if  I  was 
there  myself.” 

"Well,  you  will  be  there  a  couple  of  weeks  now;  you  can 
change  the  system  then.” 

"I  am  not  going  to  Roaring  Ranch  for  the  purpose  of  doing 
any  work,  Ei.  I  am  going  there, to  have  a  good  time.  That’s 
what  we  are  all  going  there  for,  I  guess.” 

“Yes;  that  is  the  idea.” 

The  young  couple  then  got  to  talking  about  the  stars  and 
other  things  not  necessary  to  mention  here. 

They  were  lovers,  and  any  one  can  judge  what  lovers  talk 
about  when  alone. 

The  night  passed  without  the  least  thing  occurring  to  dis¬ 
turb  the  party,  and  when  the  sun  was  less  than  an  hour  high 

^  the  following  morning  they  were  on  their  way  to  Roaring 
Ranch.  / 

It  was  the  beginning  of  the  last  day’s  journey,  and  Wild  I 
was  in  hopes  that  they  would  arrive  at  their  destination  by 
the  middle  of  the  afternoon. 

That  would  be  much  better  than  to  get  there  just  about  the 
time  it  was  dark,  as  it  would  give  Spofford's  wife  a  chance 
to  arrange  things  for  their  accommodation  while  it  was  day¬ 
light. 

Not  that  he  feared  there  would  be  a  lack  of  anything  for 
their  comfort  at  the  I'anch. 

He  knew  that  Spofford  and  his  wife  were  good  providers, 
and  also  that  there  was  plenty  of  room  to  accommodate  the 
party. 

When  our  friends  had  been  riding  along  the  lonely  trail  for 
about  two  hours,  they  suddenly  came  upon  a  drove  of  cattle 

#  that  was  being  driven  by  a  dozen  cowboys. 

Young  Wild  West  instantly  recognized  the  man  in  charge  as 
one  from  Roaring  Ranch,  so  a  halt  was  made  and  he  had  a 
talk  with  him. 

^  He  learned  that  the  cattle  w'ere  being  driven  to  a  town 
nearly  a  hundred  miles  to  the  southeast  of  the  ranch”,  and 
that  they  would  be  shipped  by  train  for  Chicago  from  that 
point. 

The  profits  of  this  sale,  of  course,  went  to  Young  Wild  West. 

After  he  had  done  talking  business  with  the  leader  of  the 
cowboys.  Wild  asked  him  if  they  had  met  any  one  going  in 
the  direction  of  Steuben. 

"Yes,”  was  the  reply.  "We  met  two  men  nearly  an  hour 
ago,  and  another  fellow  less  than  twenty  minutes  ago.  The 
first  two  said  they  did  not  know  where  they  were  bound,  but 
were  looking  for  a  job  to  earn  an  honest  livin’.  I  told  ’em  to 
go  to  Spofford  on  ther  ranch,  as  I  heard  him  say  ther  other 

•  day  that  he  needed  a  couple  more  men.” 

“How  about  the  other  man?”  questioned  our  hero,  who 
had  an  idea  that  the  men  w'ere  the  ones  they  had  captured  two 
nights  before. 

,  “Oh.  he  was  a  peculiar  sort  of  fellow.  He  was  a  big,  hulkin’ 
coyote,  with  a  bad  look.  He  wanted  whisky,  an’  when  we  told 
him  we  didn’t  have  none,  he  went  on,  without  sayin’  another 
word." 

“That  was  Big  Barney,  I’ll  bet!”  cried  Wild,  turning  to  his 
friends.  "Well,  he  wants  to  steer  cleai'  of  Roaring  Ranch, 
that’s  all.” 

Then,  wishing  the  cowboys  good  luck  on  their  tiresome  jour- 
I  ney,  the  party  rode  on  and  soon  reached  the  mouth  of  the  pass 
through  the  hill  of  rock  that  was  called  Riley’s  Run, 

'rhi  was  a  sliort-cul  to  Steuben,  ami  as  soon  as  they  got 

*  .tf)rf»‘d  through  the  Run.  .Hm  Dart  began  to  figure  on  the 
time  thev  would  reach  the  ranch. 

•  tVe  'jvlll  get  there  shortly  after  three,  see  if  we  don’t,”  he 
aid, 

,  "j;  I  thought  we  could  do  that  I  would  suggest  that  we 

k'^ep  right  ahead  and  not  stop  for  dinner,”  Wild  retorted, 

V"  can  do  it,  and  do  it  easily,”  Jim  assured  him, 

,  we  will  see  how  far  we  are  when  twelve  o’clock 


comes.  Then,  if  we  haven’t  over  twenty  miles  to  go  we  will 
keep  right  on.” 

"W’v  will  not  liitve  over  Ilflcen  miles  to  go  by  that  time.” 

"So  much  the  better.  I  hope  you  aie  right,  .lim," 

Dart  smiled  in  a  satisfied  nmnner. 

He  felt  quite  sure  that  he  was  right. 

All  hands  heard  the  conversation  between  tire  two,  and 
when  they  started  to  renew  the  journey  every  one  seemed  to 
be  ill  a  hurry. 

The  result  was  that  when  noon  came  Young  Wild  West  be¬ 
came  satistied  that  they  had  less  than  (ifteen  miles  to  go  to 
reach  tlie  ranch. 

Jim  I)art  was  all  right  in  his  calculations,  and  he  felt  good 
when  the  young  prince  of  the  saddle  told  him  so. 

“Well,  T  took  particular  notice  when  we  came  through  the 
last  time,  and  I  was  certain  that  1  was  not  mistaken,  though 
I  would  not  have  bet  any  money  on  it." 

That  was  what  Jim  said. 

When  they  had  only  abcut  ten  miles  further  to  travel  they 
suddenly  came  in  sight  of  a  campfire  at  the  side  of  the  road. 

A  man  was  bending  over  it  and  broiling  some  meat,  and 
it  did  not  take  our  friends  but  a  few  seconds  to  make  out  who 
he  was. 

He  was  Big  Barney. 

As  soon  as  he  heard  them  coming,  he  arose  to  his.  feet. 

Then  he  made  a  move  as  though  to  mount  his  horse,  but 
Young  Wild  West  called  out  to  him  to  stay  where  he  was. 

“We  are  not  going  to  bother  you,”  he  added.  “Go  on  and 
cook  your  grub.” 

The  big  niihau  made  no  reply,  but  did  as  he  was  directed. 

The  party  rode  by  him,  Cheyenne  Charlie  keeping  a  sharp 
eye  on  him. 

The  scout  v/as  afraid  he  might  take  it  in  his  liead  to  try 
a  shot  at  Wild  again. 

But  no  matter  how  much  he  might  have  felt  like  doing  it, 
the  fellow  did  not. 

The  fellow  kept  right  on  cooking  his  meal  just  as  though 
no  one  had  passed  at  all. 

"We  haven’t  seen  the  last  of  him  yet,"  Charlie  said  to  Jack 
Robedee,  as  they  rode  on  through  tlie  run  and  lost  sight  of  Big 
Barney  around  a  bend. 

“No;  I  reckon  not,”  was  the  rejoinder. 

Young  Wild  West  was  anxious  to  get  through  the  narrow 
path  and  out  on  the  rolling  prairie. 

Then  he  would  feel  almost  as  though  he  were  riding  over 
his  own  lands. 

A  few  miles  and  he  would  be  upon  them. 

The  tired  horses  were  urged  on,  and  in  due  time  the  end  of 
Riley’s  Run  was  reached. 

"Hurrah!”  cried  Jim  Dart,  waving  his  broad-brimmed  hat; 
“Young  Wild  West’s  ranch  is  only  a  little  ways  now!  " 

Everybody  joined  in  the  cheering,  and  then  a  short -cut  was 
made  for  the  ranch. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  long,  low  house  and  the  outbuild¬ 
ings  showed  up. 

Straight  for  the  gate  of  the  stockade  rode  the  little,  caval¬ 
cade  of  pleasure-seekers. 

They  felt  that  the  vacation  they  had  started  on  would  now 
just  begin,  as  thei'e  was  not  much  fun  in  riding  over  moun¬ 
tains  and  all  sorts  of  rough  roads  for  three  days. 

That  was  more  like  work  than  anything  else. 

On  a  lively  canter  they  rode  up  to  the  stockade  gate,  which 
was  open  as  though  waiting  to  receive  them. 

Wild  and  Arietta  led  the  way  inside  the  inclosure,  and  went 
straight  to  the  veranda  of  the  ranch. 

A  man  sat  there  mending  harness,  and  it  did  not  take  our 
hero  long  to  recognize  him  as  Aleck  Spofford. 

As  soon  as  he  saw  vdio  it  was  riding  up,  the  old  man  sprang 
to  his  feet  and  ran  inside  the  house. 

The  next  minute  lie  appeared,  followed  by  his  wife. 

“Welcome  to  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends!"  he  ex¬ 
claimed. 

“May  Heaven  bless  you!  I  am  glad  to  see  you  again,  Mr. 
West,”  his  wife  added. 

Our  friends  rode  up  and  dismounted,  and  the  next  two  or 
three  minutes  were  spent  in  giving  instructions. 

"Liza,  go  and  get  something  ready  for  tliern  to  eat,"  said 
Spofford.  “1  know  they  must  be  very  lumgry.  Ther  chances 
are  that  they  didn’t  hall  for  any  dinner.” 

“You  are  right  there,”  answered  Wild.  “And  when  you  said 
yon  knew  we  must  be  hungiy  you  hit  the  nail  right  on  the 
head.” 

“Well,  I  will  do  the  best  1  can,”  observed  the  woman.  “You 
must  allow  a  little,  for  we  didn't  expect  any  company.  We 
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have  been  thinking  it  strange  that  you  never  came  over  before 
this,  though." 

"Well,  I  told  you  both  that  I  was  liable  to  drop  around  at 
almost  any  time,  and  1  have  done  so.  There  wasn’t  much 
doing  over  in  Weston,  so  I  thought  I  would  take  a  little  vaca¬ 
tion.  When  I  told  the  rest  of  them  here  about  it  they  thought 
they  needed  vacations,  too.  So  here  we  are  to  spend  our 
vacation  at  Roaring  Ranch.” 

"And  if  you  all  don’t  have  a  good  time,  it  won’t  be  my 
fault!"  exclaimed  Spofford. 

"How  is  business,  anyway?”  Wild  asked  him,  as  the  women 
folks  were  conducted  inside  by  Liza. 

"First  rate,”  was  the  response.  "There’s  some  money  in  the 
iron  box  in  the  cellar  waiting  for  you.  I  have  run  things  just 
the  same  as  I  used  to  for  Wal  Wisp,  and  I  hope  when  you 
look  over  the  accounts  you  will  be  satisfied.  I  haven’t  been 
extravagant,  neither  have  I  stinted  anything,  I  have  an  ac¬ 
count  of  every  cent  I  have  received  for  cattle  and  horses  since 
you  were  here  last.” 

"I  guess  you  will  do  all  right,  Mr.  Spofford.  I  will  run  over 
your  accounts  before  we  go  back  to  Weston.” 

The  old  man  looked  surprised  at  this. 

Evidently  he  thought  the  first  thing  Young  Wild  West  would 
do  would  be  to  examine  the  accounts. 

He  had  paid  a  good  sum  of  money  for  the  ranch,  and  it 
seemed  natural  that  he  should. 

In  a  trifle  over  half  an  hour  the  entire  party  was  seated  at 
the  big  table  in  the  dining-room. 

Hot  muffins,  bacon  and  eggs,  boiled  potatoes,  and  coffee  and 
milk  was  the  diet  set  before  them,  and  Liza  apologized  for 
not  being  able  to  get  anything  better  ready  on  such  short  no¬ 
tice. 

But  W'hen  she  saw  how  they  took  to  w’hat  she  had  provided 
she  began  to  think  that  it  suited  them  about  as  well  as  any¬ 
thing  she  could  have  cooked. 

Young  Wild  West  had  arrived  at  his  ranch,  and  now  his 
vacation  had  really  begun. 


CHAPTER  VI.  “  ' 

WILD  SHOWS  THE  BLACKSMITH  HOW  TO  WRESTLE.. 

That  evening  all  was  bustle  and  confusion  at  Roaring 
Ranch. 

There  was  much  to  be  done  to  make  things  comfortable  for 
the  visitors,  and  the  bulk  of  it  all  fell  upon  Spofford’s  wife. 

But  the  girls,  as  our  friends  were  bound  to  call  them, 
whether  they  were  married  or  single,  w'ere  not  the  sort  who 
will  sit  idly  by  and  see  a  woman  work. 

They  got  in  and  helped  her,  much  to  her  surprise  and  sat¬ 
isfaction. 

By  ten  o’clock  everything  was  in  perfect  order,  and  then  all 
hands  were  tired  enough  to  go  to  bed. 

Wild  was  one  of  the  first  to  rise  the  next  morning,  and  he 
promptly  went  out  of  doors. 

When  his  horse  was  in  a  strange  stable  he  always  made  it  a 
point  to  look  after  him  as  soon  as  he  arose  in  the  morning. 

•  He  went  over,  to  the.  stable  and  found  Aleck  Spofford  there 
talking  to  two  men. 

They  were  Harvey  and  the  other  fellow  who  had  followed 
them  from  Weston. 

Wild  looked  around  the  vicinity,  almost  expecting  to  see 
Big  Barney  there,  too. 

But  he  was  nowhere  in  sight. 

"(h)od-morniiig,  Mr.  Spofford.”  he  observed,  walking  over 
to  the  suj)erintendent  of  the  ranch. 

“(lood-moruing,  Mr.  West.” 

Then  the  two  men  saw  Young  Wild  AVest. 

They  sliifted  their  feet  uneasily,  and  acted  as  though  they 
would  like  to  leave. 

"Mhat  Is  the  matter  with  you  fellow's?”  asked  the  boy, 
with  a  reassuiiiig  smile.  “You  are  not  afraid  of  me,  are 
you?” 

"No."  answered  Harvey.  ‘‘We  are  ashamed  to  face  vou— 
1  guess  that’s  it.  ain’t  It.  .Toe?” 

that  s  it  exactly,”  spoke  up  the  other.  “Do  you 
know  what  w’e’ve  agreed  to  do,  Young  Wild  West?” 

“So.  Tell  me.  If  you  wmnt  to.” 

"We’ve  agreed  to  lead  straight  and  honest  lives,  even  if  we 
starve  to  death  doin’  It.  That’s  right,  ain’t  it,  Harvey?” 

“Ves.  that’s  right,”  nodded  Harvey,  w’ith  u  vehement  shake 
of  Ills  liead. 


“Do  you  know  that  I  believe  you  when  you  say  thatt  and 
our  hero  walked  up  to  them  and  gazed  at  them  in  his  keen 
way. 

Both  met  his  eve  unflinchingly. 

"Spofford,”  he  added,  turning  to  the  superinWndent.  “have 
you  got  places  to  put  these  two  men  at  work?” 

“Ye.s,  sir;  I  have.”  an.swered  Si»offord.  “Two  of  the  men 
left  last  week  to  go  to  the  gold  diggin’s.  an’  I’ve  been  w’orkin^ 
short-handed  ever  since.  I  kin  find  work  to  set  ’em  at.  an’ 
plenty  of  it.” 

“Good!  Take  them  on,  then.  The  reason  that  1  recom¬ 
mend  them  is  because  1  have  met  them  before.” 

"All  right,  Mr.  AVest.” 

“See  here,  Spofford,  I  am  your  boss,  I  know,  but  I  want 
to  tell  you  that  I  don’t  like  to  be  mistered.  If  you  will  ju.st 
call  me  Wild  I  wdll  fake  it  a  great  deal  better.  I  am  only 
a  boy,  and  it  seems  out  of  place  for  me  to  be  called  mister.” 

“I’ll  do  just  as  you  w'ant  me,  sir.” 

“A"ery  well,  then.  Now  I  w'ill  leave  you  to  put  the  men  at 
W'ork  as  you  see  tit.  1  am  going  to  take  a  look  at  Spitfire  and 
see  how'  he  feels  this  morning.” 

“I  guess  you  w'ill  find  that  he  feels  pretty  good.  If  plenty 
of  oats  and  a  good  rubbin’  down  wfill  make  a  horse  feel  right, 
he  ought  to.” 

The  young  prince  of  the  saddle  soon  saw’  that  this  was  the  * 
truth. 

The  liandsom.e  sorrel  stallion  W'as  quietly  munching  his 
oats,  and  appeared  to  be  as  fully  contented  as  though  he  w'asi  j 
iu  his  own  stall  it  Weston. 

After  petting  the  animal  a  little  while  AA'ild  went  back  to 
the  house.  ’  ^ 

All  hands  w’ere  up  by  this  time,  and  when  he  told  them 
how’  Spofford  had  hired  the  tw’O  men,  they  seemed  rather 
pleased. 

“If  them  fellers  keep  their  wmrd  it  will  only  be  two  more 
men  you  have  saved  from  ruin.”  observed  Jack  Robedee.  who 
had  great  faith  in  Young  AATld  AA'est  as  a  reformer  of  bad 
men. 

“That’s  right!”  exclaimed  Lively  Rick.  “I’m  one  that  he 
m.Tcle  a  man  of.  an’  I  know  lots  of  others.” 


“You!”  echoed  Nevada  Kate,  bis  wife. 

“Yes.  I  W’as  a  rip-roarer  until  I  met  Wild  and  got  tamed 
down  by  him.  I  w’as  a  committee  of  one  sent  over  from  Devil 
Creek  wiien  there  wmsii’t  a  house  in  ther  place,  an’  only  a  ^ 
handful  of  men.  I  was  drunk  w  hen  I  met  him.  an’  I  thought 
I’d  have  some  fun  w’ith  him,  ’cause  he  was  only  a  boy.  He 
soon  taught  me  a  lesson  that  I  never  forgot,  nor  never  will 
forgit.  ’Phen  he  give  me  some  good  advice  alwut  not  drinkin’ 
too  much  an’  mindin’  my  ow’n  business,  an’  I  reckon  I’ve  been 
doin’  putty  good  ever  since.” 

“AA>1],  you  have  been  doin’  pretty  fair  since  I  married 
you.  ” 

At  this  there  w’as  a  laugh  all  around,  and  then  the  call 
for  breakfast  rang  out. 

After  breakfast  the  girls  expressed  a  desire  to  ride  over  to 
Steuben,  just  to  see  what  sort  of  a  placi*  it  was.  and  AVlld 
and  the  rest  being  w’illing.  the  lior.ses  were  saddled  and 
brought  out. 

“I  hope  you  won’t  get  into  trouble  over  there,  AATld."  said 
Arietta,  as  they  rode  off  in  the  lead.  “You  know  there  is 
always  something  to  hajipen  every  time  we  go  to  a  strange 
place.  ”  "  .  - 

“AVell.  this  is  not  exactly  a  strange  place.  Kt."  he  answered. 

“I  liave  been  there  before,  you  know.” 

“Well,  it  is  a  strauge  plac’c  for  me.  anyway." 

Sure  enough,  A\  ell,  don  t  worry  about  anvthing  happen-  - 
ing.  I  never  look  for  trouble,  as  you  ouglit  to'  know  ’’ 

"I  know  that.  AA’ild." 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  morning,  and  even  Airs.  Sprague  was 
in  an  excellent  humor. 

SJie  had  not  said  anything  to  Bub  about  his  squandering 
lier  fortune  since  the  start  on  tlie  journey  to  the  ranch,  and 
that  was  sufficient  to  lualci*  him  liajipv,  let  alone  anything 
else. 

The  road  to  Steulien  was  level  and  w’ell  beaten  so  there 
was  nothing  to  hinder  one  from  making  a  spurt, 

Aiietta  suddeul.\  elialleiiged  AA  ild  to  a  I'aee  and  before  tlie  **! 
rest  were  aware  of  it  they  were  off  like  a  flash. 

Of  course  the  girl  had  no  idea  that  she’  could  beat  or 
oven  ktH'p  ui)  Avith  him.  if  he  liad  «  mind  to  let  Spitllre  om 

As  soon  as  the  others  saw  what  was  taking  plaee  oa>  h  of  < 
them  eliallenged  their  partners  to  the  same  thing. 

And  all  of  the  ladles  joined  in  the  spirit  of  the  thing  with 
the  exception  of  one. 
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^n«1  thnf  onf'  was  Pub  Sprajafnp's  wife. 

learned  to  ride  quite  well,  she  w 
not  wilhncr  to  make  a  spurt. 

lefr^u.J'vIt^  hnsband  went  ahead  and 

lur  ^e^^  far  in  the  rear  he  would  set  himself  in  trouble. 

h,.!Ti»H  ^  minute,  when  those  ahead  looked 

«-iiii  ti  ^  couple  cominir  along  at  the  same  old 

.o‘nghed  good-naturedly  and  waited  for  them. 

•''  ^  mueh  on  raein’.”  said  Bub  as  they  came  up.  “I 

«"  .lust  wonderin'  what  Marie  would  do  if  a  crowd  of  veilin’ 
Indians  got  after  her." 

•  /  ■what  I'd  do."  retorted  the  corpulent  lady  “I’d 

jn.st  faint:  that’s  what  I’d  do."  i  u 

^  saying  that,”  spoke  up  Eloise.  who 

tl™  n^rmo  with  the  Indians  when  she  was 

o™l  lS”n  •'■''“P'-s;  her  during  the  re- 

Well.  I  have  had  a  little  experience  at  being  chased  bv 
men.  but  I  must  say  that  I  never  want  it  to  happen 
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red 

again."  remarked  Arietta. 

ahead,  anyway,’’  said  Wild 

infi  you,”  was  the  retort,  wdth  a  look  of  pride 

and  admiration  in  her  eyes. 

continued  on  at  an  easy  canter,  and  soon  the  build- 
in^.v  comprising  the  village  of  Steuben  came  in  si^ht 

Meuben  was  a  genuine  village  of  the  frontier 

i  he  raa.iontj-  of  the  buildings  in  it  were  built  'of  logs 

There  was  a  supply  store,  which  kept  everything,  from  a 
needle  to  a  plow,  tor  sale,  as  well  ns  a  full  line  of  krSes 
such  as  were  offered  for  sale  in  the  West  in  those  days 

course  the  prices  of  some  of  the  articles  wei-e  enor- 

Fut  that  made  little  difference  to  the  ranchmen,  who  were 
aking  plenty  of  money. 

h sch^lhouse,  a  blacksmith  shop  and  a 
hotel  in  the  place.  ^ 

The  hotel  and  the  supply  store  did  most  of  the  business 
as  far  as  taking  in  a  goodly  sum  each  day  was  concerned 

But  the  blacksmith  made  an  excellent  living,  just  the  same 
and  some  said  he  was  fast  getting  rich  ^  same, 

Bmy’"rS  giant  "in  statute,  and  was  named 

One  of  the  many  things  he  boasted  of  was  that  he  could 
lift  an  ordinary  man  from  the  ground  and  hpld  him  out  at 
arm's  length. 

Our  friends  had  occasion  to  meet  the  blacksmith  and  make 
his  acquaintance,  for  just  as  they  rode  into  the  village,  Ari¬ 
etta's  horse  threw  a  shoe. 

Wild  knew  just  where  the  blacksmith  shop  was,  having 
noticed  it  when  he  was  there  last. 

He  rode  back  and  picked  up  the  shoe  and  then  led  the 
way  to  the  shop. 

"I  think  Ill  have  Spitfire's  shoes  looked  over,  too,”  he 
remarked. 

As  they  halted  in  front  of  the  door  of  the  shop  they  found 
the  smithy  hammering  away  at  a  piece  of  red-hot  iron. 

He  did  not  look  up  until  he  had  run  out  the  heat  and 
placed  the  iron  back  Into  the  forge. 

Theji  he  came  to  the  door  and  smiled  pleasantly  at  the 
party. 

\N  ild  soon  informed  him  what  the  trouble  was,  and  he  said 
he  would  atteud  to  them  right  away. 

All  hands  dismounted  while  he  was  putting  the  shoe  on 
the  hoof  of  Arietta's^  horse. 

The  man  was  a  thorough  mechanic,  and  he  did  the  job  in 
a  masterly  way. 

M  ild  noticed  that  he  kept  looking  at  him  every  chance  he 
g'd. 

luialiy.  when  he  got  the  shoe  on  and  the  boy  was  paying 
him.  lie  said: 

“Aren’t  you  ther  boy  they  call  Toung  Wild  West?” 

■•yes."  answer^'d  Wild. 

“Von  bought  Ib>arin’  Ranch  from  Wal  Wisp,  didn’t  you?” 

“  Vo«. " 

“Well.  I'm  glad  to  meet  you.  I  do  a  whole  lot  of  work  for 
yfi’i'  ranch,  and  I  m  always  glad  to  see  your  horses  come  to 

rii^  1)  >p.” 

“\\Vd,  so  am  I.  You  appear  to  be  ,a  man  who  knows  bis 
h'isli'^1,  and  fh'iKo  arc  the  kind  I  like  to  deal  witli.” 

“Vf,.  “  ari'Wcrcd  flu*  blacksmith.  “Now,  Young  U’ild  West, 
i  ?  u,  a»k  you  a  (pn-stion. ’’ 

“A  ;  a  d'/.en  If  ,von  lik","  r<tor|fd  flip  young  prince  <5f  tlie 
iadiie,  -.iiiJiiio  the  inau's  earne.stnes8. 


“Is  it  true  that  you  are  able  to  handle  the  most  men  you 


run  ag’in?” 

This  question  was  hardly  expected,  but  our  hero  answered 
it  quickly. 

“I  have  always  been  able  to  handle  any  man  I  ever  tackled 
so  far,”  he  said,  quietly. 

“I  don’t  mean  at  sliootin’.  I  mean  wrestlin’  an’  sich  like.” 

“Well.  I  don’t  profess  to  be  a  wrestler,  but  I  have  never 
been  thrown  yet.  ” 

“I’ve  heard  that  you  have  thrown  men  almost  as  big  as  I 
am  over  your  head." 

“Well,  that  is  the  truth,  I  must  say.” 

“Well,  there  ain’t  a  man  around  here  what  kin  throAv  me, 
an’  I'll  give  ’em  their  hold,  too.” 

“Is  that  so,  Mr, - ” 

“Dolan-^Billy  Dolan  is  my  name.” 

“Ah!  I  am  glad  to  know'  you.  You  appear  as  though  you 
Avant  me  to  try  and  throw  you  in  a  Avrestling  bout.” 

“That’s  jest  Avliat  I  do  AA'ant.  Will  you  try  me?” 

“AVby,  you  are  big  enough  to  throAA’  me  over  a  house." 

“Yes;  but  you  jest  said  you  had  throAved  men  putty  near 
as  big  as  me.  I  wouldn’t  hurt  you.  I  jest  want  to  have  ther 
satisfaction  of  sayin’  ther  next  time  I  hear  some  one  braggin’ 
about  you  that  Y'oung  Wild  M’est  tackled  me  an’  couldn’t 
budge  me  off  my  feet.  Yon  know,  it  has  been  throwed  up 
to  me  lots  of  times  that  if  I  Avas  to  tackle  Young  ^Vild  West 
I’d  be  made  a  fool  of.” 

“And  suppose  you  were  to  be.  what  then?" 

“What  then?  Why,  I’d  give  in  an’  say  you  AA'as  ther  great¬ 
est  young  feller  I  ever  met.” 

“And  yon  wouldn’t  get  mad?” 

“No:  that’s  something  I  don’t  do.  I  might  git  a  little  riled 
for  a  minute,  hut  I  wouldn’t  hurt  you— not  if  you  throwed  me 
clean  over  your  head.” 

“Well,  Mr.  Dolan,  if  .vou  will  give  me  my  bold.  I  will  try 
and  throAA-  you.  I  won’t  promise  that  I  will  throw  you,  but  I 
will  try  for  all  I  am  worth.” 

“Good!"  And  the  blacksmith  smiled  joyously. 

He  at  once  took  off  his  leather  apron  and  Wild  removed 
his  belt. 

The  friends  of  the  boy  looked  on  in  astonishment. 

Dolan  was  certainly  the  largest  and  most  powerful  man 
they  had  ever  seen  Wild  go  up  against,  aud  there  AA-as  not 
one  of  them  who  did  not  think  he  was  making  a  mistake,  if 
he  really  thought  he  could  throw  the  man. 

They  looked  at  him.  hut  eould  see  naught  but  the  old 
familiar  look  of  confidence  on  his  face. 

The  blacksmith  began  to  whistle,  a  merry  tune  and  set 
things  aside  in  front  of  the  shop,  so  they  would  have  plenty 
of  room. 

The  friends  of  Young  Wild  West  stood  holding  their  hofses 
and  looking  on  expectantly. 

Somehow  Arietta  INIurdock  did  not  appear  to  be  alarmed 
to  any  great  extent. 

If  she  was  any  judge,  the  hlaeksraith  was  a  big.  good-na¬ 
tured  man.  who  wanted  to  wrestle  with  M'ild  just  heeausc  he 
had  heard  so  much  about  him.  aud  could  have  the  chance  of 
telling  if  to  ills’  friends  afterward. 

And  if  he  did  throw  her  young  lover  it  Avould  he  no  dis¬ 
grace  to  him.  since  Dolan  looked  as  though  he  Avas  easily 
twice  as  strong  as  he  was. 

Blit  AA'ould  he  throw  M’ild? 

That  was  a  question  that  kept  popping  up  in  her  mind. 

It  would  soon  he  settled  one  Avay  or  another  noAv,  for  the 
tAvo  were  facing  each  other,  ready  for  the  bout. 

It  is  astonishing  Iioav  quickly  a  croAvd  will  gather  on  such 
occasions. 

Though  not  a  word  was  passed  from  the  blacksmith  shop, 
by  the  time  Dolan  was  ready  to  give  "Wild  his  hold  at  least 
a  dozen  men  had  gathered  about  them. 

They  had  seen  the  preparations  from  the  store  and  the 
hotel,  and  they  had  come  oA'er  to  see  the  fun. 

“It’s  Young  Wild  West!"  exclaimed  one  of  the  newcom¬ 
ers. 

That  was  enough! 

The  liardy  frontiiwsmen  broke  into  a 
and  long. 

Some  of  them  had  seen  Young  Wild 
lieard  of  him. 

“M'lio’s  goin’  to  referee  tlior  Avrestlin’ 


yell  that  Avns  loun 
West,  and  all  had 


Dill,  the  Keeper  of  the  hotel, 
his  “mill.” 

“Vron't  need  any  I'ef'eree. ’’  our 


match?”  asked  Bill 
Avhich  he  took  pains  to  call 


hero  ansAvered.  “This  is 
not  a  wrestling  match;  Mr,  Dolan  here  Is  simply  going  to 
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pivo  mo  in.T  hold  and  lot  me  try  to  Ihrow  him.  He  if?  not 
groins:  to  trv  and  throAv  me.” 

“Oh:" 

“Are  you  reatly?”  questioned  the  blacksmith,  as  Wild  put 
out  his  hands. 

“Yes."  Avas  tho  reply. 

“Then  pit  your  hold  an'  sflil  ini” 

“That  is  .iust  AA-hat  T  arn  poinp  to  do.  Now,  lookout  for 
yourself,  for  1  may  thr*)AA'  you." 

Instead  of  prabhinc  the  repula r  AA'.aist  hold,  as  the  bip  fel- 
lOAv  expected  he  AA’Ould.  Younp  Wild  West  threw  his  right 
arm  across  (he  blacksmith’s  breast  and  brought  his  left 
around  to  his  back. 

Then  his  left  knee  Avas  thrust  forAA-ard  and  the  next  min¬ 
ute  T>olan's  feet  shot  up  in  the  air  and  he  landed  sprawling 
on  his  back. 

A  shout  of  astonishment  went  up  from  the  crowd,  and  Ari¬ 
etta  Murdock  clapped  her  hands  Avith  joy. 

“I  should  never  have  doubted  that  Wild  could  do  it.”  she 
thought.  “There  was  never  his  equal  at  anything,  so  there!” 

Dolan  landed  with  a  thud  that  knocked  the  breath  from 
his  liody. 

“Gosh!"  he  said;  “that's  ther  first  time  anything  like  that 
ever  happened  to  me." 

“Well.  I  reckon  it  won't  be  ther  last  time,  if  you  keep  on 
foolin'  with  Y'oung  Wild  West,”  said  .Tack  Robedee,  unable 
to  keep  still. 

“That's  Avhat  I  think."  nodded  Bill  Dill,  of  the  “mill.” 

“I'm  poin'  to  let  you  try  that  ag'in,”  remarked  the  black¬ 
smith.  as  he  got  up  and  shook  himself.  “You  put  me  down 
fair  an'  square,  an'  I'm  anxious  to  learn  bow  yoAi  done  it.” 

“Perhaps  1  won't  do  it  the  same  way  again;  but  I  will 
put  you  doAvn.  just  the  same,  .lust  as  often  as  you  give  me 
my  hold  1  will  put  yoAi  doAvn,  ”  retorted  Wild,  who  was  now 
'satisfied  that  brawn  was  all  the  blacksmith  had  to  work 
with. 

He  did  not  have  the  least  bit  of  science,  and  all  the  active 
younp  prince  of  the  saddle  had  to  do  aaos  to  keep  out  of 
his  clutches. 

Itolan  had  not  lost  his  temper,  but  he  appeared  to  be  rather 
humiliated,  especially  Avhen  he  saw  the  grinning  faces  of 
the  citizens  around  him. 

He  had  been  known  to  take  two  or  three  of  them  at  a  time 
and  toss  them  spraAvling  in  different  directions,  and  now  to 
be  throAvn  by  a  mere  boj'  was  quite  a  put-down  for  him. 

“Go  ahead  an’  git  your  hold  ag'in.”  he  cried,  bracing  him¬ 
self  in  front  of  MTld  for  the  second  time. 

“All  right!  I'll  give  you  the  chance  to  say  when  you  are 
ready  this  time.  Now.  this  Avill  be  my  hold  this  time,”  and 
he  ihreAv  his  arm  around  the  man's  chest  beneath  his  arms 
and  clasped  his  hands  behind  his  back. 

All  hands  watched  to  see  what  would  happen,  for  it  was 
a  rather  strange  hold  for  a  Avrestler  to  take. 

“Are  you  ready?”  asked  Young  Wild  West. 

“Yes,  I’m  read - ” 

That  Avas  all  that  Dolan  said,  for  at  that  instant,  as  he 
grabbed  the  boy  about  the  neck.  AYild's  arms  and  body 
dtMpj>ed  simultaneously,  and  then  up  he  shot  like  a  spring  of 
steel. 

T)olan  AA'as  lifted  over  a  foot  from  the  ground  and  then 
doAvn  he  came  upon  his  back  Avith  his  youthful  opponent  on 
top  of  him. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  said  he  could  feel  the  ground  shake  when 
the  hlacksmith  strucK  the  ground,  hut  he  admitted  afterward 
that  he  might  have  been  mistaken. 

P.ut.  anyhoAv.  the  jar  so  affected  him  that  Dolan  was  un¬ 
able  to  move  for  a  couple  of  seconds. 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

“Ho.  ho,  ho!" 

“Dh,  oh!” 

'I'he  citizens  roared  Avith  delight. 

riiough  (hey  all  liked  the  big,  powerful  blacksmith  well 
enough,  they  Avere  dolighfed  to  see  his  laurels  as  a  Avrcstlcr 
taken  from  him.  b 

That  is  the  Avay  it  is  the  Avorld  oA  er. 

A  man  never  really  knoAvs  hoAv  it  look.s  Avhen  he  is  humili¬ 
ated  until  he  sees  another  g(‘t  the  same  dose. 

But  he  knoAvs  Iioav  it  feels,  and  that  is  AVhy  he  laughs. 

Dolan  Avas  the  least  bit  angry  Avhen  he  got  upon  his  feet 
again. 

“Yon  are  (her  (piickest  feller  I  hav«>  ever  imd!"  he  cried. 
“Pot  1  can  thidAv  you  ch-an  over  my  head,  an’  I  know  it." 

‘1  thoiiLdit  you  Avas  not  goin'  to  try  to  throAv  me.”  M’ild 
an  w  red.  in  hi.s  c.'ilin  Avay  of  speaking. 


“Not  try  to  throw  you!  Why.  haven  t  you  dumped  in. 
tAvice?  I  guess  I  ought  to  give  .vou  one  turn.  I  U 

“See  here.  Mr,  Dolan,  you  had  better  not  get  mad  noAA-, 
for  as  sure  as  you  do  I’ll  throAv  you  so  hard  that  you  won  t 
be  able  to  finish  .vour  day’s  Avork.  I  have  sized  you  up.  and 
I  want  to  tell  you  that  you  are  the  f 

met.  But  you  are  about  the  slowest,  too.  If  you  per.  1. 1  in 
throwing-  me.  iust  sail  in.  catch-as-catch-can.  Now,  let  your¬ 


self  go!”  ,  ,  . 

The  blacksmith  could  not  stand  it  any  longer,  and  with  out¬ 
stretched  arms,  he  made  a  rush  for  TS  ild. 

The  bOA'  jumped  nimbly  aside,  and  catching  the  biaAAny 
left  Avrist  of  the  man,  he  gave  it  a  twist  and  a  jerk  at  the 

same  time.  ,,  ,  i,  • 

The  result  was  that  Dolan  swung  around  as  though  he  was 
on  a.  pivot,  and  the  next  instant  he  was  caught  on  the  hip 
of  the  boy  and  sent  whirling  over  backward. 

His  head  struck  the  packed  clay  ground  in  front  of  the 
shop,  and  it  is  safe  to  say  that  he  saw  more  stars  than  he 
had  ever  dreamed -of  seeing  in  a  wrestling  bout. 

He  was  stunned  temporarily,  and  he  lay  there  like  a  fallen 
ox,  while  the  croAA'd  yelled  and  cheered  for  Young  A\  ild 


As  the  blacksmith  came  to  and  raised  upon  his  elbow  Wild  ^ 
went  over  and  helped  him  to  his  feet.  J 

“I  give  in!”  he  exclaimed.  “Y’ou  are  the  best  I  ever  met. 

I  want  .you  to  alAvays  count  on  me  as  your  friend.  I  never 
held  a  grudge  in  my  life,  an’  I  couldn't  hold  one  ag'in  you  if 
I  wanted  to.  ” 


CHAPTER  VII. 


LIVELY  RICK  FIGHTS  A  DUEL. 


The  blacksmith  did  not  start  in  at  work  right  away. 

He  sat  down  on  a  bench  in  front  of  his  shop  to  think  over 
what  had  just  happened. 

“I’ll  be  back  in  about  an  hour,  and  let  you  look  at  my 
horse’s  shoes,”  said  Young  AATld  West,  as  he  mounted, 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply.  “Y^ou  kin  bet  that  if  there  is 
anything  needed  to  be  done  I’ll  attend  to  it.” 

The  party  of  tAvelve  now  set  out  to  take  a  ride  around  the 
village. 

This  would  not  take  them  long,  as  the  houses  and  shanties 
were  in  a  cluster. 


There  was  a  good-sized  field  in  the  center  of  it,  and  this 
the  citizens  jokingly  called  the  public  park. 

As  our  friends  finished  riding  about  and  brought  up  into 
the  field  from  one  of  the  half  dozen  trails  that  led  from  it, 
a  fine-looking  young  man  came  riding  toAvard  them. 

“Hello,  Young  Wild  West!”  he  called  out.  “You  are  cer¬ 
tainly  good  for  sore  eyes.  I  don't  knoAv  who  I  would  like 
to  see  and  talk  with  any  better  than  you  just  now.  I  was 
going  to  send  a  message  to  you  to  ask' you  to  come  over.” 

“How  are  you.  Hustling  Hal?”  retorted  our  hero,  as  he 
shook  hands  with  him  Avhen  he  had  halted  by  his  side.  "I 
had  almost  forgotten  you.  Hoav  are  vou  getting  along?” 

“Finely.  Ah!  here  are  Cheyenne  Cluirlie  and  .Thu  Dart’  and 
Jack  Robedee!  Gentlemen,  you  don't  knoAv  Iioav  glad  I  am 
to  see  you  all.” 

Then  A\  ild  intioduced  the  young  man  to  the  rest  of  the 
part.y. 


gen 

trai 

hill’ 

mar 


This  is  Hu.stling  Ilal.  formerly  a  gnide.  ladies  and 
tlemen,’  he  said.  “AVe  met  him  Avhen  Ave  Avere  on  the 
not  long  ago.  He  is  a  fine  felloAv,  and,  AA-heu  I  saAV 
last,  he  AA’as  to  get  married  to  a  very  fine  girl.  Are  a’OU 
Tied  yet,  Hal? 

The  young  man  blushed  like  a  schoolbov 
“You  knoAA-  AA’hat  I  told  you.  don't  you?’’ 

Avhen  (he  oAent  took  place  you  Avante 
stand  up  Avitli  you.  or  something  lik 


“Oh.  yes;  you  said 
me  to  be  present  to 
that.  I  believe.” 

“That  Avas  it." 

ing  Raiuh.  so  f  you  can  arrange  the  Avedding  to  take 

'  “AVP1T^^'■''  m.  '^i.g  time." 

AAell.  T  am  Avilling.  and  so  is  Lena." 

“Hut  her  parents  are  not  is  that  it'*'" 
n,*,'vrv  loo  VOUng 

II  It!  I  1  .  * 

“.And  I  snpjatse  yon  Avant  me  to 
Uiem  to  hasten  along  the  marriage? 


Koar 

placi 


Use  my  inflnem  e  aa  i; 
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“Th:)!  iji  just  it."  and  ncnin  the  younj:  man  blushed  a  deen 
crimson. 

Wild  thonsht  a  minute  and  then  said: 

“Sr*-  here.  Hal;  if  you  will  acree  to  have  the  wed<ling  take 
pla>'e  at  Roaring  Ranch.  I  will  see  the  old  folks  and  get  their 
consent  to  It." 

"Von  will?” 

“Yes:  I'll  guarantee  it.” 

“Then  I'll  agree.  Nothing  would  suit  me  better.  We  haven’t, 
got  much  of  a  place  yet.  and  our  accommodations  for  a 
celebration  such  as  -vs'e  would  like  to  make  it  are  limited,  in¬ 
deed." 

"Well,  as  soon  as  I  introduce  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  to 
you  individually  I  will  take  a  ride  with  you  over  to  see  the 
old  folks.  Let  me  see — what  is  their  name?’’ 

"Merril— Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dan  Merril.’’ 

"Oh.  yes!  And  their  son  Joe,  and  daughter  Lena.  That 
is  it.  I  become  acquainted  with  so  many  people  that  I  can’t 
remember  all  their  names.  Now.  chen,  Hustling  Hal.  this 
is  my  sweetheart.  Arietta  Murdock.  Shake  hands  with  the 
best  girl  living— that  is.  outside  of  your  own  sweetheart.’’ 

There  was  a  ripple  of  merriment  at  Wild's  way  of  doing  it, 
but  he  paid  no  attention  to  it,  and  went  right  on  till  ho  had 
introduced  them  all. 

I'hen  .\rietTa  asked  Wild  why  they  could  not  all  ride  over 
and  see  the  Jlerrils.  *  ^ 

“Of  eourse  you  can!"  exelr.imed  Hustling  Hal,  who  seemed 
to  be  much  pleased  at  the  suggestion.  "Come  on!  We  will 
all  go.  They  will  be  more  than  glad  to  see  you.’’ 

That  settled  it,  so  a  minute  or  two  later  they  were'^riding 
toward  the  ranch  of  the  Merrils. 

It  was  only  two  or  three  miles  distant,  and  when  they  were 
about  half-Avay  there  Wild  happened  to  turn  in  the  saddle  and 
catch  Charlie  and  Jack  whispering  together  in  a  very  solemn 
way. 

“What  is  the  matter  with  you  two  fellows?’’  he  asked, 
reining  in  Spitfire  until  he  was  alongside  them. 

"Nothin’,"  answered  the  scout,  but  he  shrugged  his  shoulders 
at  the  same  time. 

“Yes,  there  is.  Tell  me,  now." 

“Well,  there's  thirteen  in  ther  party,"  spoke  up  Jack.  “We 
was  jest  sayin'  that  thirteen  Avas  an  unlucky  number,  an’  that 
it  might  be  bad  luck  for  us  to  ride  over  to  ther  ranch.  You 
might  not  git  ther  old  folks  to  agree  to  ther  daughter's 
Aveddiu'.’’ 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!'  laughed  our  hero.  “What  do  you  think  of 
this?  Charlie  and  Jack  are  superstitious,  and  because  there 
are  thirteen  of  us  they  think  that  our.  ride  to  the  ranch  of  the 
Merrils  Avill  result  in  a  m’ssion  of  bad  luck." 

All  hands  joined  in  the  laugh  that  tolloAved,  but  it  Avas 
evident  by  their  manner  that  some  of  the  others  Avere  rather 
of  the  opinion  of  Charlie  and  Jack. 

Some  are  given  to  superstition  more  than  others,  but  there 
is  a  little  of  it  in  every  person. 

Lively  Rick  stopped  his  horse  and  declared  that  he  would 
ride  back  and  wait  at  Bill  Dill’s  Mill,  and  then  Bub  Sprague 
also  rame  to  a  halt  and  said  he  would  do  the  same  thing. 

“That  will  make  eleven  of  you,”  ho  observed,  “and  if  you 
can't  win  the  day  Avith  eleven,  you  can't  Avith  thirteen.” 

Our  hero  tried  to  persuade  them  to  ride  on,  but  it%was  use¬ 
less,  since  the  majority  held  to  it  that  thirteen  Avas  an  unlucky 
number. 

It  seemed  rather  strange  that  the  wives  of  Lively  Rick  and 
Bub  did  not  object  to  their  husbands  going  nack  Avithout  them, 
but  they  did  not. 

So  the  eleven  rode  out  to  the  I’anch,  and  Bub  and  Lively 
headed  for  the  hotel. 

“That  is  what  I  call  killin’  two  birds  with  one  stone,’’ 
remarked  the  man  from  Devil  Creek  Avith  a  grin.  “We  are 
br'^akln’  up  ther  thirteen  business  an’  Avill  have  a  chance  to 
gif  a  drink  at  ther  same  time.  I  was  never  so  diy  before  in 
my  life." 

“And,  come  to  think  of  it,  I've  got  a  pain  in  my  stomach," 
Bub  armwere<l,  rubbing  the  alleged  spot  Avhere  the  pain  was. 
“I  expected  Marie  Avould  object  Avhen  I  said  I  Avas  going  back 
with  you,  but  she  didn’t." 

They  rode  straight  to  Bill  Dill’s  place,  and  dismounting, 
hitefied  their  horses  \t>  the  tie-i»oHts  ^iid  w'eut  inside. 

'I'here  were  more  fl)an  a  rlo/.en  men  inside  when  they 
walked  up  to  the  bar,  ajid  as  our  two  friends  looked  around 
tic  aw  tiiat  Big  Barney  was  among  them. 

'(  >  '  i-ind  of  1/ivelv  Rick  instinet ively  slid  lo  tin*  butt  of 
)ji-  .  o.rer  a-  lie  re<f»gin/,cd  the  villain. 

ile  f<  It  lli-it  liig  liaiiiey  must  «-erb'iin]y  have  a  grudge 


'against  hiju  for  the  lashing  he  had  given  him  the  night  in 
•the  canq)  in  the  mountain. 

And  th.nt  was  jnst  hoAv  the  matter  stood. 

Bub  Sprague  ordered  Avhat  they  wanted,  hut  before  Lh'ely 
Rick  could  get  his  glass  to  his  lips  Big  Harney  stepped  OA’er 
to  him  and  exclaimed: 

"Y’ou  are  ther  teller  what  put  ther  raAvhide  on  me  ther 
other  night,  ain't  yer?" 

“I  reckon  I  be,"  replied  Lively,  not  the  least  bit  abashed 
by  the  villain's  manner. 

“I’ou  thought  it  AA’as  fun,  1  s’pose?" 

“I  thought  it  was  just  Avhat  you  deserved,  onlv  more  of 
it!" 

“Y’ou  did.  eh?" 

“Y’es;  if  I'd  had  my  Avay  about  it,  you'd  have  been  shot, 
instead  of  coAvhided." 

Big  Barney’s  hand  was  on  his  revolver,  and  he  made  a 
move  to  draAV  it. 

But  the  man  from  Devil  Creek  Avas  Avatching  him. 

“.Just  leaA'e  that  shooter  alone  or  I'll  let  a  lead  pill  through 
your  carcass!”  he  obseiwed,  in  as  calm  a  tone  as  he  could 
command. 

The  men  in  the  bar-room  quickly  got  out  of  the  way. 

They  did  not  want  to  be  in  line  with  any  flying  bullets. 

Big  Barney’s  i)roAv  grew  as  black  as  a  thunder  cloud  and  his 
lips  trembled  Avith  rage. 

But  he  let  go  of  the  revolver,  just  the  same. 

Rick  now  felt  that  he  Avas  master  of  the  situation. 

But  it  run  in  his  mind  that  he  Avould  not  be  safe  as  long 
as  the  big  villain  A\’as  at  large. 

He  AA’ould  not  be  guilty  of  shooting  him  without  giving  him 
a  shoAv;  so  he  said: 

‘Won  have  got  a  grudge  ag’in  me,  an’  I  don’t  think  you  are 
fit  to  walk  on  ther  green  grass,  so  come  outside,  an'  we  will 
settle  ther  business.” 

Big  Barney  hesitated. 

He  had  not  expected  to  receive  any  such  challenge. 

He  cast  a  SAveeping  look  around  the  room  and  saw  that  all 
eyes  were  upon  him. 

He  could  not  afford  to  back  out. 

“I'll  go  out  Avith  yer,"  he  said.  “I'll  fight  yer  at  tAveuty 
paces,  each  of  us  to  shoot  till  his  shooter  is  empty. 

“All  right.  Come  on.  That  is  a  pretty  good  distance,  but  I 
am  satisfied,  if  you  are." 

“I’m  satisfied." 

The  big  ruftian  started  for  the  door  as  he  spoke,  and  Uvelj’ 
Rick  folloAved  him,  keeping  a  sharp  e.ve  on  his  every  move. ' 

They  got  out  into  the  middle  of  the' street  and  stood  facing 
each  other  for  a  fcAA’  seconds. 

Then  the  proprietor  of  the  place  stepped  up. 

“(Tentlemeu,”  he  remarked,  “if  you  are  goin’  to  do  ther 
thing  in  ther  square  way,  some  one  ought  to  give  ther  Avord 
to  fire.” 

^  f 

“That  ain’t  necessary,”  retorted  Big  Barney.  “We'll  turn 
our  backs  to  each  other  right  here,  an’  then  each  of  us  avMI 
step  ten  paces  as  fast  as  we  kin  without  runnin'.  Then  Ave’ll 
turn  around  an’  let  ther  lead  fly.  Hoav  does  that  suit  ver?" 
and  he  looked  at  the  man  from  Devil  Creek. 

“Jest  ther  thing.’ 

“Well,  turn  around,  then." 

“You  turn  around.” 

“Both  of  you  turn  around!"  cried  Bill  Dill.  “Noav!" 

They  had  enough  confidence  in  him  to  do  so,  and  simul¬ 
taneously  they  turned  and  stepped  rapidly  from  the  spot 
counting  as  they  went. 

One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight,  nine - 

Then  Big  Barney  wheeled  around  as  if  he  Avas  on  a  pivot. 

And  Lively  Rick  must  have  divined  his  action,  for  he  turned 
also,  and  Avas  just  in  time  to  Jump  aside  as  he  caught  the 
treacherous  man  in  the  act  of  firing. 

Crack!  Crack,  crack!  Crack,  crack,  crack! 

Both  were  shooting  now,  as  though  their  lives  depended 
ui)on  it. 

LiAmly  Rick  had  ncA-er  been  counted  much  on  fast  shooting, 
and  as  bad  as  he  Avas.  Big  Bai-ney  Avas  Averse. 

When  they  had  emptied  the  chambers  of  their  revolvers, 
the  most  damage  that  had  been  done  was  that  the  big  rufiiau’s 
Avrist  ha<l  been  grazed  by  a  bullet. 

“TImm*  distance  was  too  far.”  said  Rick,  looking  at  the 
croAvd  apolog(*tically.  “AYe’ll  do  it  oA'cr  again  at  ten  iiaces 
apa)-t.” 

“No  we  won't!"  cried  Big  Banu'y.  "It  takes  two  to  make  a. 
bargain.  If  you  want  any  more  trouble  \vitl)  me  Ave  kin 
ha  ve  it  out  with  knives." 
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With  the  blood  trickling  from  his  wounded  wrist,  he  made 
he  mndo  his  way  to  the  bar-room  and  called  for  whisky. 

He  filled  a  glass  with  the  fiery  stuff,  and  pouring  half  of 
it  oil  the  M’ound,  placed  the  glass  to  his  lips  and  drank  the 
remainder. 

*‘.Vre  you  goin’  to  fight  with  knives,  Rick?"  asked  Bub, 
who  was  anxious  to  get  the  drink  that  was  waiting  on  the 
bar.  so  he  could  cure  his  alleged  pain. 

"Not  much.  I  ain't,”  was  the  reply.  “He’s  either  got  to 
fight  with  revolvers  at  ten  paces,  or  apologize  to  me.  I  ain’t 
goiu’  to  run  ther  risk  of  gittin’  a  knife  stuck  between  my 
libs:  1  ain't— at  least,  T  ain’t  .lest  for  nothin’.” 

-How  about  it,  men?”  asked  Sprague.  “You  hear  what  my 
friend  says.” 

-It  ought  to  be  ten  paces  with  shooters,  or  else  apologize,” 
said  Bill  Hill,  and  the  rest  of  the  men  joined  him. 

-I'm  done,  then!”  cried  Big  Barney,  stepping  out  of  the 
door.  “We'll  let  it  drop,  but  I  won’t  apologize.” 

“Yes,  you  will.”  said  Rick,  whose  blood  wms  now  up.  “You 
Avill  apologize,  or  I’ll  fill  you  full  of  lead!  I’ve  got  ther  drop 
on  you  now.  an’  I  mean  business.” 

“What  have  I  got  to  apologize  for?”  and  the  villain  looked 
around  for  some  one  to  help  him  out  of  his  trouble. 

But  there  Avas  not  a  man  there  who  Would  side  with  him. 

-What  have  I  got  to  apologize  for?”  he  repeated,  turning 
his  gaze  upon  Lively  Rick. 

“Blamed  if  1  know!”  and  the  man  from  Devil  Creek 
soratched  his  chin  with  his  left  hand,  while  he  kept  his  man 
covered  with  the  revolver  in  his  right. 

A  hoarse  laugh  Avent  up  at  this. 

The  frontiersmen  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  whole  thing. 

It  Avas  ns  good  as  a  circus  to  them. 

.  “Y'ell,  if  you  don’t  know,  I’m  sure  I  don’t,”  and  Big  Barney 
stepped  Off  the  stoop  and  went  over  to  the  tree  his  horse  was 
tied  to.  aitd  mounting,  rode  away. 

LiA’cly  Rick  stood  looking  after  him  in  a  puzzled  way  for 
the  space  of  a  minute,  and  then  Bub  Sprague  caught  him  by 
the  slepA'c. 

“Tvet’s  go  in  an’  git  our  drinks,  Rick,”  he  said. 

“I'll  go  yer.” 

SoinehoAv  Rick  felt  that  the  laugh  was  on  him,  but  he  was 
good  natiived  about  it  and  set  up  the  drinks  for  all  hands. 

Thop  onr  tAvo  friends  sat  doAvn  on.  the  stoop  to  await  the 
return  of  Young  Wild  West  and  the  rest. 

In  about  half  an  hour  they  saw  them  coming,  and  mounting 
their  steeds,  they  rode  out  to  meet  them. 

“Hoav  did  you  make  out  over  at  the  Merril  place.  Wild?” 
Bub  asked. 

-First  rate.”  was  the  rejoinder.  “The  wedding  comes  off 
Saturday  night  at  Roaring  Ranch.  I  am  going  to  notify  the 
parson  uoav.'’ 

•‘Hood!  I'll  bet  if  me  and  Rick  had  gone  over  with  you  it 
Avouldn’t  have  been  that  way.  I  knowed  that  eleven  of  you 
could  do  better  than  tliirteen.  Where's  Hustling  Hal?” 

“Oh,  he  stayed  over  at  the  ranch.” 

-We've  had  a  little  fun  since  you've  been  gone.” 

“Is  that  so?”  asked  onr  hero,  Avhile  Lively  Rick  looked 
as  though  he  would  rather  Bub  would  not  tell  what  had 
haiipened. 

Wild  dhl  not  laugh  as  much  as  the  rest  at  the  story. 

He  saAv  that  it  made  Riek  feel  simple,  and,  anyhoAV,  the  fact 
that  Big  Barney  Avas  hanging  around  that  part  of  the  country 
Avas  suftieient  to  make  him  take  a.  serious  vioAV  of  it. 

-Well,  Rick.”  said  he  “I  am  sorry  you  did  not  shoot  the 
scoundrel.  I  Avill  guarantee  that  if  he  ever  stands  in  front 
of  me  at  nineteen  or  twenty  paces  he  Avill  not  get  off  with  a 
Avounded  Avrist.  They  Avill  have  to  cari-j'  him,  if  he  moves 
from  the  spot.” 

-I  knoAV  that  Avell  enough,”  was  (he  npily.  “But,  you  see, 
I  can’t  shoot  like  you.  I  only  wish  I  could."  I  kin  do  all  right 
Avfth  a  rifle,  but  I  never  Avas  any  good  with  a  revolver.  I 
knoAv  that  a  feller  to  Avin  out  must  have  a  mighty  quick  eye, 
an'  that  is  somethin’  I  ain’t  got.” 

'I’he  party  now  consisted  of  an  even  dozen  again,  so  they 
rode  ovei-  to  the  blacksmith  shoji  and  had  their  horses’  shoe's 
looked  after,  and  then  Avent  back  to  Roaring  Ranch. 


CHABTFdl  VI  1 1. 

TfIK  I.rVKI.Y  TIMK  nK<JIXS. 

As  soon  as  our  friends  got  back  to  (he  ranch  they  started 
in  to  making  preparations  for  the  wedding  that  Av.as  to  take 
l)la<'e  on  Saturday  night. 

.Vs  it  was  Thnr.sda.A,  they  only  had  a  little  over  tAVo  days 
to  get  ready. 


Young  Wild  West  Avanted  to  make  the  Avedding  the  feature 
of  his  vacation,  so  he  sat  down  and  studied  out  a  sort  of 
programme  for  the  afternoon  and  evening. 

It  did  not  take  him  long  to  do  this,  as  his  brain  was  always 
fertile  and  capable  of  working  out  anything  he  undertook. 

That  evening  at  the  supper  table  he  told  them  what  he  had 
outlined  to  take  place  on  the  wedding  day  of  Hustling  Hal  and 
Lena  IMerril. 

At  four  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  there  would  be  an  exhibition 
of  rough  riding  by  the  cowboys  and  all  others  aaTio  cared  to 
enter  it.  This  Avould  last  till  six  o’clock,  and  then  the  marriage 
ceremon3^  would  be  performed,  after  At^hich  there  Avould  be 
dancing  for  an  hour. 

Then  the  AAedding  feast  would  take  place  under  the  man¬ 
agement  of  Liza  8pofford,  and  the  balance  of  the  evening 
would  be  spent  alternatelj'  in  dancing  and  merry-making. 

“I  think  that  Avill  be  enough  to  last  till  midnight,”  he 
observed.  “It  don’t  sound  as  though  it  was  much  of  a  pi’o- 
gramme  when  you  say  it;  but  I  guess  if  it  is  carried  out 
ri,ght  there  will  I)€  plentj’  to  entertain  the  folks.  .Jack,  I 
Avill  appoint  you  to  take  charge  of  the  dancing:  Mrs.  Spofford, 
assist?ed  by  the  girls,  will  take  charge  of  the  wedding  feast; 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sprague  will  see  to  the  entertainment  part,  and 
Spofford  Avill  be  the  judge  of  the  cow’boy  sports.” 

“And  what  Avill  you  be?”  asked  Arietta. 

“Oh,  I  will  be  a  sort  of  manager  of  the  whole  thing.” 

“Sa.v!’  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie,  “you  forgot  something.” 

“What  is  that?” 

“Who  is  .going  to  take  charge  of  the  couple  after  they  are 
made  one?” 

“I  guess  that  ‘one’  will  be  able  to  take  care  of  them,”  was 
the  quick  reply. 

The  laugh  Avas  on  Charlie,  but  he  enjoyed  it  as  much  as 
any  of  the  rest. 

“Spofford,”  said  Wild,  “you  must  let  it  be  knoAvn  all  over 
what  is  going  to  happen  here  Saturda.v.  Ask  every  one  you 
see,  as  all  who  knoAv  enough  to  behave  themselves  will  be 
Avelcome.” 

“All  right,”  replied  Spofford,  “I  know  pretty  near  every¬ 
body  in  Steuben  and  vicinity,  an’  I  guess  Ave’ll  have  a  full 
house,” 

By  the  time  they  got  up  from  the  suppod’  table  it  was 
thoroughly  understood,  and  uoaa’  nothing  remained  but  to  make 
the  final  preparations. 

Saturdaj'  daAA'ned  bright  and  clear. 

Young  Wild  West  Avas  in  high  feather. 

And  so  were  all  his  friends. 

Everything  bad  Avorked  along  nicely. 

Not  a,  single  jar  occurred,  and  the  vacation  was  being 
enjoyed  to  its  fullest  extent. 

“I  reckon  there’s  goin’  to  be  a  lively  time  at  Roartn’ 
Ranch  to-day,”  .Jack  Robedee  observed  to  Aleck  Spofford.  as 
the  two  were  out  looking  at  a  herd  of  cattle  that  were  grazing 
on  the  prairie  about  two  miles  from  the  ranch. 

“I  reckon  so,”  Avas  the  reply.  “It  Avill  be  ther  liveliest  time 
ther  place  has  ever  seen,  I  guess.” 

“Well,  it  only  happens  once  in  awhile.  AVild  is  enjoyin’  this 
vacation  of  his,  an’  1  hope  nothin’  Avon’t  turn  up  to  disturb 
him  until  it  is  over.” 

“I  don’t  think  anything  will  turn  up  to  spoil  ther  fun  at 
ther  AVeddin’.  There  may  be  a  fCAv  tOngh  men  here,  but  they 
kin  be  handled  eas3'  enough.  A  word  or  tAvo  Avill  quiet  ’em, 
if  they  git  to  ciittin’  up  too  strong.’’ 

“An’  you  know  putty  near  everybody  Avhat’s  invited?" 

“Yes;  putty  much.  I  got  ther  store-keeper  to  put  up  a  notice 
in  ther  store  invitin’  everybody  Avhat  could  behave  themselves 
to  come.  That  was  so  that  them  I  didn’t  see  wouldn’t  feel 
slighted.” 

“I  see;  a  sort  of  general  invitation.” 

“A'es.” 

AA’liile  the  (avo  Avere  talking,  the  man  named  Harvc.v  came 
up  and  asked  wlnu'c  AA'ild  Avas. 

Jack  told  him,  and  as  the  man  hurried  aAvay  Spofford 
remarked: 

“1  wonder  what  is  ther  matter  Avbh  that  feller?  I  .sent  him 
out  with  another  man  to  look  after  a  small  (Ihavc  of  ho^.«e^. 
i  I  can’t  imagine  what  he's  doin’  back:  Imt  so  long  .-is  lie  H 
inquirin’  for  ther  biiss,  I  gluin't  say  notliin'." 

McaiiAvhile  Harvey  bmnd  Wild,  and  lalliug  him  asivlc, 
said: 

“Air.  West.  I  met  Big  Barney  about  half  an  hour  ago.” 

“AA'i'll,  what  did  he  say?"  Avas  the  reply. 

I  -He  trh'd  to  git  me  an’  Joe  to  help  Idui  do  .a  dirt'  tre  k  " 

'  -He  did,  ch'/" 
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•‘\Vs:  bt*  wanted  us  to  let  him  sneak  in  when  ther  fun  was 
Kuiu*  on  to-uijrht  an'  set  ther  raueh  on  lire." 

“Ah I  So  that  is  the  way  the  land  lies,  is  it?  I  guess  Big 
Harney  forgets  what  1  told  him." 

•'That's  jest  what  he  does,  Mr.  ^Yest.'' 

''What  did  yon  tell  him  when  he  asked  you  to  do  this?" 

"1  told  him  1  wouldn’t  do  it.” 

"And  how  about  Joe?" 

"He  didn't  see  Joe.  He  wanted  me  to  see  him  an’  git  him 
to  do  it.’’ 

“Well,  what  did  he  sav  when  you  told  him  you  wouldn’t 
do  it?’ 

“He  was  goin’  to  shoot  me.’’ 

*‘Goin’  to  .shoot  you,  eh?  Why  was  it  that  he  did  not?’’ 

"I  wouldn’t  let  him.’’ 

"You  wouldn't  let  him?” 

"No.  I  pulled  my  shooter  an’  covered  him,  an’,  Mr.  West, 
if  he  hadn’t  promised  me  that  he  would  go  away  an’  never 
show  up  around  here  no  more,  I’d  have  shot  him  dead  in  his 
tracks,  as  much  as  I  hate  to  take  a  life.” 

Harvej*  was  speaking  wdth  a  great  deal  of  earnestness  now, 
and  our  hero  was  satisfied  that  he  was  telling  nothing  but  the 
truth. 

'•He  did  promise  you,  then,  that  he  would  go  away  and  not 
show  up  around  here  any  more?” 

"Yes.” 

"And  do  you  believe  that  he  will  keep  his  word?” 

"No,  sir.” 

“And  that  is  why  you  came  to  tell  me  this?” 

"That's  it,  exactly.  I  thought  mebbe  he  would  try  to  sneak 
around  here  to-night,  anyway,  ’cause  I  know  he  hates  ,vou  an’ 
ther  gent  they ‘call  Lively  Rick  awful.  He  wants  to  kill  ther 
pair  of  you,  an’  he’d  like  to  burn  up  your  ranch.” 

Wild  thought  for  a  moment,  and  then  told  the  man  to  come 
with  him. 

He  walked  over  and  met  Robedee  and  Spofford  near  the 
stable. 

"Where  is  the  fellow  who  w^as  a  partner  of  this  man— the 
fellow  named  Joe?”  he  asked  of  Spotford. 

"I  can  find  him  for  you  inside  of  half  an  hour,”  was  the 
answer. 

"Do  so,  then.  The  quicker  the  better.  I  want  to  see  him 
on  important  business.” 

Spofford  went  and  got  his  hors^  and  our  hero  told  Harvey 
to  wait  around,  and  when  Joe  carne  to  bring  him  to  the  house. 

“What's  in  the  wind.  Wild?”  asked  Jack,  as  the  young 
Prince  of  the  Saddle  led  the  way  to  the  ranch  building. 

"Big  Barney,”  was  the  laconic  retort. 

"Is  he  around?” 

"Y'es;  somewhere  not  far  away.” 

"He  ain’t  satisfied  yet,  then?” 

"It  appears  not.” 

"He’s  lookin’  for  a  bullet,  I  s’pose.” 

‘Wes;  or  a  jope.” 

Young  Wild  West  looked  at  his  watch,  and  saw  that  it 
lacked  but  a  few  minutes  to  ten. 

•  ’fiien  he  walked  over  to  the  bench  on  the  veranda  and  sat 
down  bv  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim. 

It  was  a  warm  morning,  but  there  was  a  nice  breeze  to 
be  had  there,  and  when  he  wiped  his  forehead  and  stretched 
his  limbs  into  a  comfortable  position  he  made  up  his  mind  that 
a  ranch  was  not  the  worst  place  in  the  world  to  hang  around 
on  a  hot  da}'. 

Jack  threw  himself  on  the  floor  and  waited  for  Wild  to 
tell  what  he  had  learned. 

The  boy  was  not  long  in  doing  so. 

"So  Big"  Barnev  is  after  the  scalp  of  you  an’  Rick,  is  he?” 
Charlie  remarked.  "Well,  I  didnt  think  he  had  nerve  enough 
to  come  around.  But  he  won’t  amount  to  anything,  ’cause 
he  hasn't  any  more  sense  than  he  ought  to  have,  an’  he 
couldn’t  do  much  on  ther  sly.” 

"Those  are  the  sort  of  people  you  want  to  look  out  for 
sometimes,”  spoke  up  Dart.  "You  can’t  tell  What  a  man  is 
capable  of  until  he  Is  put  to  It.” 

"That  is  so,”  Wild  admitted,  thoughtfully.  “I  am  not 
worried  a  bit  over  what  I  have  learned,  for  It  will  be  an  easy 
matter  to  cateh  Big  Barney  If  he  comes  sneaking  around. 
But  I  did  think  that  this  wedding  we  have  planned  would 
pars  off  without  a  niffie.  Wh  must  nip  the  big  ruffian  in  the 
that’s  all,  and  have  it  over  with  before  the  wedding  takes 

"Well,  we’ll  make  it  a  point  to  be  on  tlie  watch  for  1dm,” 
Jiff/  said,  as  be  examined  the  revolver  he  had  in  his  hi]) 
po'ket, 

They  all  had  dispensed  with  their  belts  while  they  were 


around  the  house,  tliough  none  of  them  were  without  a 
revolver. 

In  just  half  an  hour  from  the  time  Wild  had  sent  Spofford 
to  find  The  maji  Joe,  the  latter  and  Harvey  showed  up. 

•‘Here  he  is.  Mi'.  West,”  Harvey  exclaimed.  "1  haven’t  said 
a  word  to  him  of  what  1  told  you.” 

Joe  seemed  to  be  much  mystified,  acting  as  though  he  was 
wondering  what  he  was  going  to  be  found  fault  with  for. 

"Sit  down,”  said  our  hero.  “I  want  to  talk  to  you.” 

The  man  obeyed. 

Harvey  was  about  to  walk  away,  having  done  his  errand, 
but  the  boy  called  him  back. 

"Now,  then,  .Joe,”  Wild  began,  “have  you  seen  anything  of 
Big  Barney  lately?” 

“No,  sir,”  was  the  prompt  reply. 

"Y'ou  are  sure  of  that?” 

‘•Yes,  sir;  I  haven’t  seen  him  since  I  hired  to  work  here.” 

“All  right.  If  you  should  see  him  any  time  to-day  I  want 
you  to  leave  whatever  you  may  be  doing  at  the  time  and 
come  to  me.” 

‘•I'es,  sir.” 

The  man  appeared  to  be  much  mystified,  and  desiring  to 
clear  matters  for  him.  Wild  told  Harvey  to  tell  him  of  his 
meeting  with  the  big  villain. 

Harvey  did  so  as  tliQ  two  walked  away. 

As  soon  as  Joe  understood  it  all  he  came  back  to  our  friends, 
carrying  his  hat  in  his  hand  in  a  manner  of  respect. 

"Mr.  West,”  observed  he,  in  a  very  earnest  tone,  "I  want  to 
tell  you  that  1  will  die  before  1  will  have  anything  to  do  with 
Big  Barney.  1  am  through  with  him,  as  I  told  you  before, 
an’  if  you  say  the  word.  I’ll  shoot  him  dead  in  his  tracks  ther 
minute  he  speaks  to  me.” 

‘•You  need  not  do  that.  Don’t  shoot  him  unless  he  tries 
to  shoot  you.  Watch  him  close,  but  don’t  shoot  him  when 
he  is  not  expecting  it.” 

“All  right,  sir.  I  will  do  exactly  as  you  tell  me.  I  am 
very  glad  we  followed  your  party  when  you  left  Weston  to 
come  over  here,  because  by  doing  it  I  have  learned  to  be  a 
man.  Y’ou  will  never  have  cause  to  regret  treatin’  me  as 
you  have.” 

“All  right,  Joe.  Now  you  do  just  as  I  have  told  you.” 

“Y’es,  sir.” 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  and  Young 
Wild  West  and  his  friends  were  very  busy  in  making  the 
final  preparations  for  the  cowboy  sports  which  were  to  start 
at  four  o’clock. 

Alread,v  a  crowd  had  arrived  at  the  ranch,  the  most  of 
them  being  horsemen  from  the  different  ranches  iu  the  vi¬ 
cinity. 

While  our  hero  was  measuring  out  the  distance  for  a  hun¬ 
dred  yard  dash  to  be  run  he  suddenly  noticed  the  man  Joe 
hurrying  toward  him. 

He  at  once  quit  his  task  and  walked  over  to  meet  him. 

“What's  the  matter,  Joe?”  he  asked. 

“I  jest  seen  Big  Barney,”  was  the  reply. 

“Did  he  say  anything  to  you?” 

“He  talked  to  me  about  ther  same  as  he  did  to 'Harvey.” 

“And  you  told  him - ” 

“I  told  him  .to  get  away  from  this  ranch  as  quickly  as  he 
could,  or  he  would  get  riddled  with  bullets.  I  pulled  out  my 
revolver  when  1  said  this,  an’  seein’  I  meant  what  I  said, 
he  rode  off'  around  that  way  on  ther  open  prairie. 

“I  watched  him,  an’  putty  soon  I  seen  him  meet  two  fel¬ 
lers  on*  horseback.  Then  they  all  rode  off  in  ther  direction 
of  RIveley’s  ranch.” 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Wild.  “Do  you  think  you  would  know 
the  two  men  if  you  saw  them?” 

“I’es,  sir,  I  would.” 

“Then  you  stay  right  around  here  and  keep  a  watch  on 
every  man  who  comes  iu.  When  you  see  the  two  just  slip 
over  to  me  quietly  and  let  me  know.” 

“Why,  you  don’t  think  they  will  come  here,  do  you?” 

“1  have  an  idea  that  they  will.” 

“An’  you  don’t  think  tiiat  Big  Barney  will,  do  you?” 

“Oh.  i  think  that  he  will  be  found  sneaking  around  some- 
wheres.  ” 

“Well,  if  I  see  him  sneakin’  around  after  what  I  told  him, 
I'm  goin’  to  shoot  him.” 

“You  can  do  tliat  if  he  tries  to  shoot  you.”  • 

Tlte  invited  guests  were  coming  all  the  time  now,  and  Wild 
was  forced  to  ])ay  attention  to  theju. 

He  knew  very  few  of  them,  so  he  had  to  be  introduced 
iiy  Sixd'ford  as  tliey  <'ame  up  ami  dismounted. 

When  it  lacked  but  a  (juarter  to  four  nearly  forty  cowboys 
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and  iddors  had  irut  rlit-inselves  down  to  take  i»art  in  the 
Cowboy  sports. 

When  Sixjlford  siot  up  and  announced  that  the  program 
would  begin  with  a  grand  march  of  mounted  ladies  and  gen¬ 
tlemen  aiaiunil  the  six-acre  lot,  Young  Wild  West  rode  up 
to  the  center  of  the  siiuare  on  his  handsome  sorrel  and  came 
to  a  halt. 

Taking  off  his  luit,  he  said: 

“I.adies  and  gentlemen,  1  wish  to  announce  that  I  have 
concliuled  to  offer  two  prizes  of  one  hundred  dollars  each 
for  the  best  trick  riding  and  lasso  throwing.  Neither  my¬ 
self  nor  my  partners  will  compete  in  either  of  these  events, 
so  it  will  be  open  to  the  guests.  Spofford  will  announce  the 
events  when  the  time  comes.  1  thank  you  all  for  coming 
here  to-day.  and  trust  you  will  all  have  a  good  time.” 

As  the  dashing  prince  of  the  saddle  wheeled  Spitfire  around 
and  rode  over  to, the  side  of  his  waiting  sweetheart,  some  one 
proposed  three  cheers  for  Young  Wild  West. 

They  were  given  with  a  will,  but  the  boy  had  been  cheered 
so  often  that  he  was  getting  so  he  did  not  notice  it  any 
more. 

Wild  had  hired  the  only  music  obtainable  in  that  section. 

It  consisted  of  live  pieces. 

There  was  a  violin,  cornet,  bass  horn,  bugle  and  a  drum. 

When  Spofford  gave  the  word,  the  music  struck  up,  and 
then  fully  sixty  riders  starteu  in  a  procession  around  the 
lot. 

There  were  about  twenty  ladies  among  them,  each  riding 
beside  her  escort. 

Hustling  Hal  and  Lena  Merril  went  ahead,  followed  closely 
by  Y'oung  Wild  West  and  Arietta,  who  were  to  stand  up  with 
them  when  the  knot  was  tied. 

Then  came  the  father  and  mother  of  the  prospective  bride, 
and  after  them  our  four  friends  from  Weston,  followed  by 
,the  guests  and  every  one  on  the  ranch  who  had  a  horse  to 
ride. 

The  ladies  were  decked  in  the  gayest  of  colors,  and  the 
men  had  on  their  best  riding  suits,  so  it  was  not  a  mean  .sight 
to  look  at  as  they  rode  around  on  an  easy  canter. 

Three  times  they  went  around,  the  last  time  on  a  gallop,  the 
stirring  whoups  of  the  cowboys  atlding  greatly  to  the  effect 
of  the  scene. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  HAKRJAGE  TAKES  PLACE. 

lien  the  grand  march  was  over  Aleck  Spofford  rode  out 
and  announced  that  the  next  Avould  be  an  old-fashioned  Vir¬ 
ginia  reel  on  horseback,  adding  that  as  the  ladies  were  not 
to  particii)ate  in  any  more  events,  it  Avould  take  place  now, 
so  that  they  would  not  have  to  go  to  the  troid)le  of  mounting 
again. 

The  announcement  .was  received  with  delight,  for  there  was 
scarcely  a  person  there  who  did  not  know  Avhat  a  Virginia 
reel  was. 

Even  Hub  Spra.aue's  wife  was  (luite  proficieid  in  the  dance, 
thou.gh  she  had  never  gone  through  it  on  horseback. 

Thiu*e  were  sixteen  (-ouples  that  lined  up  for  the  dance,  and 
when  the  band  struck  up  the  familiar  strains  of  “I’op  Goes 
the  Weasel."  the  fun  began  in  earnest. 

The  horses  seemed  to  understand  what  was  required  of 
them,  for  tliey  went  thi‘ough  withoid  being  guided  for  the 
most  i>art. 

A  danc»'  on  horsel)ack  takes  lots  of  rootn.  but  they 
broad  prairie  at  their  disposal,  if  necessary,  and  that 
them  to  do  it  right. 

Hustling  Hal  and  T.ena  ^^lerril  were  at  the  head  of 
colt  inns  and  Wild  and  Arietta  at  the  foot. 

I  he  hot'ses  of  (tur  ht'ro  and  his  sweetheart  seemed  to  know 
their  Imsiness  Just  the  le:ist  bit  better  than  the  rest,  and 
thtir  riders  were  so  Inindsonie  and  dashing  that  they  would 
surely  liav<*  taken  the  itrize.  if  theiv  had  been  one  offered. 

-N'ever  a  more  graceful  couitle  ev»*r  sat  in  the  saddle 

It  took  some  time  for  the  whole  sixteen  couples  to  go 
through  the  (luaiut  but  simple  tigures  of  the  dance,  but  thev 
all  had  to  have  their  turn  at  parading  up  and  down  the 
ceiiter  of  the  double  line. 

Wild  and  .\iietta  caiiie  last,  being  at  the  foot,  and  though 
there  had  been  lots  of  aiiplause  before,  it  was  deafening 
now. 

It  was  fully  twenty  minutes  before  the  dance  was  over 
and  when  it  was.  it  was  voted  to  be  the  best  thing  of  the 
kind  witnessed  by  any  of  those  present. 

q’he  jidliest  couple  In  the  party  seemed  to  be  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
P.ub  Sprague. 


had  the 
enabled 

the  two 
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I'or  the  time  being  Marie  had  forgotten  all  about  the  for¬ 
tune  her  husband  laid  squandered  in  the  show  business. 

The  ne.xt  thing  to  take  jilace.  Spofford  informed  the  crowd, 
was  the  trick  riding  contest  in  competition  for  one  of  the 
prizes. 

There  weri'  twenty-eight  men  to  go  in  this,  and  the  spec¬ 
tators  watched  with  inlerest. 

It  Avas  simply  a  matter  of  shoAving  off  Avhat  they  could  do 
with  horses,  and  as  all  the  contestants  had  an  idea  that  they 
could  do  something  that  no  one  else  could,  it  Avas  bound  to 
be  an  interesting  sight. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  Avere  as  much 'inter¬ 
ested  as  any  one  else. 

There  Avere  lots  of  the  best  horsemen  of  the  West  there, 
and  it  would  be  strange  if  they  did  not  do  something  that 
Avas  new  to  our  friends. 

Bill  Simonson,  one  of  the  men  employed  at  Wild’s  ranch, 
agreed  to  lead  off. 

It  had  been  the  unanimous  request  of  the  outsiders  that 
the  employees  of  the  ranch  should  be  allowed  to  compete, 
so  oui'  hero  told  them  to  go  ahead  if  they  wanted  it  that 
way, 

Simonson  was  a  dai*k-complexioned  felloAV  with  mischiev¬ 
ous  eyes  that  twinkled  almost  continually,  and  he  AA’as  knoAA'n 
to  be  the  Jollies!  man  among  the  coAvboys. 

He  led  off  by  riding  full  speed,  picking  up  handkerchiefs 
and  hats  from  the  ground  and  doing  other  minor  things  that 
almost  any  cowpuncher  could  do. 

But  he  said  he  was  not  leading  off  with  the  expectation  of 
getting  a  prize,  so  he  was  not  to  be  disappointed  if  he  told 
the  truth. 

Then  the  others  folloAved.  each  one  going  a  little  better,  un¬ 
til  finally  the  last  tAA'o  were  tied  for  honors. 

“I  caii’t  decide  which  of  you  tAvo  is  ther  best,”  said  Spof¬ 
ford.  shaking  his  head.  “I  will  have  to  call  on  Young  Wild 
West  to  decide.” 

“That’s  it!”  pried  the  two  men.  in  a  breath. 

“Very  well,  boys."  said  Wild,  riding  up  to  them.  “The 
only  Avay  to  settle  this  thing  is  for  me  to  shoAv  you  some¬ 
thing  that  none  of  you  liave  done  yet.  Then  the  one  who 
does  it  the  best  Avill  be  declared  the  Avinuer." 

“That  suits  me.” 

“Me,  too!” 

“All  right,  then.  Noav  AA]atch  me  closely.” 

Our  hero  then  started  his  horse  off  at  a  gallop,  riding  in  a 
circle,  so  every  one  could  see  him  plainly. 

Then  he  performed  a  feat  that  none  of  them  had  seen  be¬ 
fore.  with  the  exception  of  his  partners  and  friends  from 
Weston. 

He  loAvered  himself  dOAvn  on  the  right  side  of  Spitfire  and 
then  sloAvly  Avorked  himself  under  the  steed's  belly  and 
craAvled  up  on  the  other  side.  . 

'Fhis  was  certainly  a  great  feat,  since  he  did  not  allow  any 
part  of  his  body  to  touch  the  ground  Avhile  doing  it. 

Wild  liad  done  this  Avhen  he  competed  for  the  jirize  in 
the  Cowboy  Carnival  at  Weston,  and  though  it  Avas  a  hard 
thing  to  do,  he  had  little  trouble  in  accomplishiing  it. 

When  he  rode  iqi  and  halted  after  assuming  his  proper 
position  in  the  saddle  the  men  looked  at  each  other  and 
shook  their  heads. 

The  rest  of  the  contestants  grinned, 

q’hey  fidt  certain  that  neither  of  the  tAvo  could  do  the 
trick. 

“I’m  Avilling  to  try  it.  but  I  don't  think  there’s  any  use,” 
observed  one. 

“Well.  I  know  I  can’t  do  it,"  said  the  other;  “so  I  won't 
try.” 

“You  had  better  try,”  Wild  told  him. 

'^riie  citAvboy  shook  his  head. 

“W(*I1.  here  goes!’’  exclaimed  tht‘  first  man.  starting  his 
hors(‘  off  at  a  gallop. 

Ilt‘  went  around  in  a  circle  the  same  as  Young  Wild  West 
had  done,  and  on  the  Second  time  around  he  started  to  do 
the  tri(*k. 

He  got  doAvu  fai'  enough  to  rt'ach  under  the  horse  and  I'atch 
the  sAvlnging  stirrup  on  tln^  otlu'r  sidt*.  Imt  tlien  he  sliiiped. 

'I'lie  man  was  very  agile,  though,  and  he  manageil  to  dniAV 
himself  out  of  harm's  Avay  as  he  dia>pped  to  the  ground. 

Some  one  caught  his  horse  for  him  and  he  came  Axalking 
back,  brushing  the  dust  from  his  idothes  as  he  came. 

“I  Avas  sure  1  couldn’t  do  it."  he  said. 

“So  Avas  1,"  spoke  up  the  ('ontestant. 

“Well,  are  you  going  to  try  it’'" 

“No;  he  kin  have  ther  prize." 
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“I  don’t  >\ant  to  tako  it.  'oauso  1  (.•oukln't  do  tlier  trick.” 
t  ’‘Woll.  there  i>i  only  one  way  to  settle  it.  then;  you  can  take 
fifty  dollars  apiece."  ! 

“That  will  do." 

"That's  what  I  was  sroing  to  say  first." 

"Well,  here  is  your  money.  !  thought  perhaps  I  could 
teach  you  to  do  that  trick.  But  now  that  you  have  seen  me 
do  it.  I  suppose  the  next  time  1  come  out  to  visit  Roaring 
Ranch  the  whole  lot  of  you  will  be  able  to  do  it.” 

"I’ve  got  my  doubts  about  that,”  spoke  up  Aleck  Spofford. 
"One  will  have  to  be  a  regular  circus  rider  to  do  that.” 

“I  am  not  a  circus  rider.” 

"I  know  that;  but  you  are  Young  Wild  West.” 

This  made  the  whole,  crowd  break  into  a  cheer,  and  our 
hero  was  forced  lo  think  that  there  really  was  something  out 
of  the  ordinary  about  him. 

The  next  thing  was  the  shooting  from  horseback  with  rifles 
and  revolvers,  so  the  targets  were  set  up  in  position,  and  all 
hands  started  in. 

As  there  were  no  prizes  to  be  given.  Wild  and  his  friends 
took  a  hand  in  it. 

There  were  some  good  shots  there,  but  our  hero  easily  car¬ 
ried  off  the  honors,  with  Jim  Dart  second,  one  of  the  ranch 
cowboys  third,  and  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jack  Robedee  fourth 
and  fifth. 

Then  came  the  lariat  swinging  match. 

About  twenty  wild  cattle  were  driven  into  the  open  place, 
and  then  as  many  men  started  in  to  lasso  them  while  they  ran 
around,  snorting  and  kicking  up  the  dirt. 

The  foreman  of  Riveley's  ranch  won  the  prize  quite  easily. 
He  was  an  expert  at  the  business,  and  when  he  gave  it  out 
that  there  was  not  a  man  in  all  Wyoming  who  could  hold  a 
candle  to  him,  Cheyenne  Charlie  got  interested. 

"W’hat's  that  you  said?”  the  scout  asked.  “I  reckon  I’m 
somewhat  on  swinging  the  lariat  myself.  If  there  ain’t  no 
objections.  I’ll  give  you  a  turn.” 

After  a  short  consultation  it  was  decided  that  twelve  of  the 
wildest  cattle  should  be  turned  loose,  and  the  contestants  were 
to  be  allowed  fifteen  minutes  to  corral  them. 

The  band  struck  up  when  everything  was  in  readiness,  and 
Cheyenne  Charlie,  with  his  heavy  black  beard  drooping,  rode 
out  beside  the  waiting  foreman  of  Riveley’s  ranch. 

The  word  was  given  by  Spofford,"  and  the  fun  began. 

At  the  end  of  the  minutes  each  of  the  men  had  lassoed  and 
corraled  two  of  the  cattle. 

It  was  nip  and  tuck  with  them, 

Charlie  was  as  cool  and  deliberate  as  though  no  one  was 
watching  him;  but  his  opponent  was  plainly  a  trifle  nervous. 

When  len  minutes  had  passed  the  scout  had  three  more  in 
the  pen,  against  his  opponent’s  two. 

That  made  it  five  to  four  in  Charlie’s  favor. 

There  were  now  only  three  more  steers  to  be  caught,  and 
they  had  five  minutes  to  do  it  in. 

To  win  Charlie  must  get  seven  of  them,  and  he  meant  to 
do  it. 

He  quickened  in  his  work,  and  though  the  remaining  steers 
were  very  wild,  he  soon  got  another  and  got  it  to  the  pen 
just  as  his  rival  succeeded  in  lassoing  one. 

Tin  n  Cheyenne  Charlie  let  out  his  familiar  whoop  and 
iailed  after  the  remaining  steer  with  the  speed  of  a  cyclone. 

He  caught  it  about  the  horns  at  the  very 'first  attempt  and 
dro  e  ibe  prize  to  the  pen  without  he  least  trouble. 

'1  made  him  a  winner. 

'I  ije  foreman  from  the  other  ranch  took  his  defeat  good- 
nunjr<dJy,  saying: 

■.v.;ll.  It  wasn’t  a  citizen  of  Wyoming  that  beat  me,  any- 

h  • 


As  it  was  now  pretty  close  to  six  o’clock,  our  hero  told 
Spofford  to  tell  the  men  to  get  in  and  do  as  they  liked,  but , to 
respond  immediately  when  the  horn  sounded  lo  announce  the 
wedding  ceremony. 

AlS  it  was  a  true  Western  aitair,  the  happy  couple  were  to  be 
married  in  the  riding  costume  they  had  worn  at  the  dance  on 
horseback. 

They  were  ready  when  Wild  West  went  into  the  house,  and 
after 'Shaking  hands  with  the  parson,  who  had  lately  arrived, 
our  hero  found  Arietta  waiting  for  him.  '-i 

It  lacked  but  one  minute  to  six  when  he  gave  Liza  Spofford 
the  word  to  sound  the  horn.  | 

One  minute  later  the  bridle  party  marched  into  the  big 
dining-room,  and  after  the  roar  of  applause  had  subsided,  the 
minister  stepped  up  and  tied  the  knot. 

Everybody  wanted  to  kiss  the  bride,  it  seemed,  and  although 
Hustling  Hal  appeared  to  be  a  little  nettled  at  the  way  the 
rough  but  honest  men  went  at  it,  he  took  it  without  a  word. 

But  he  was  glad  Avhen  it  was  over,  and  so  was  the  bride. 

Then  all  hands  sat  down  to  the  wedding  feast. 

It  was  a  little  more  than  half  through  with  when  Liza  Spof¬ 
ford  whispered  to  Wild  that  one  of  the  men  wanted  to  see 
him  at  once. 

The  boy  imagined  what  the  trouble  was,  and  when  he  goj 
outside  he  was  not  surprised  to  find  the  man  Joe  there. 

“Ther  two  men  I  seen  with  Big  Barney  over  there  by  ther 
barn,”  he  said. 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  and  quickly  buckling 
on  his  belt,  he  made  for  the  barn.  ■'P 

'  y 

CHAPTER  X. 

coxcr.usiox.  v 

« 

The  more  Big  Barney  thought  about  being  revenged  upon 
Young  Wild  West  and  Lively  Rick  the  more  he  became  deter¬ 
mined  to  put  them  out  of  the  way. 

He  was  aware  of  the  fact  that  his  life  would  not  be  worth 
a  cent  if  the  young  prince  of  the  saddle  caught  him  sneaking 
around  Roaring  Ranch,  but  he  determined  to  run  the  risk. 

hie  hung  around  Steuben  for  a  couple  of  days  and  learned 
all  about  the  big  time  they  were  going  to  have  at  the  ranch. 

Then  it  struck  him  that  Saturday  would  be  a  good  time  for 
him  to  do  his  foul  work. 

“Young  Wild  West  will  be  busy  with  his  friends  that  day, 
an’  if  I  can’t  catch  him  napping  I  ain’t  no  good.  They  tell  me 
that  Joe  an’  Harvey  have  reformed  an’  are  workin’  on  his 
ranch;  1  reckon  if  I  could  see  ’em  I  could  git  ’em  to  help 
me.” 

So  Saturday  morning  the  villain  mounted  his  horse  and  set 
out  in  the  direction  of  Roaring  Ranch. 

He  was  in  luck,  so  he  thought,  for  when  he  was  within 
about  two -miles  of  the  buildings  he  came  in  sight  of  one  of 
the  men  he  wanted  to  see  and  talk  to. 

It  was  Harvey. 

The  reception  he  got  was  just  as  Harvey  had  told  it  to  Wild, 
and  angered  at  being  thus  repulsed  by  one  of  his  fonni^ 
friends  and  associates,  he  turned  away. 

He  went  back  to  Steuben  and  sought  the  seclusion  of  the 
back  room  of  Bill -Dill’s  Mill,  where  he  drank  several  drams 
of  the  fiery  liquor  that  was  sold  in  the  place. 

After  dinner  he  heard  the  men  talking  of  the  big  time 
they  were  going  to  have  over  at  Roaring  Ranch,  and  that 
made  him  feel  more  revengeful  than  ever. 

He  went  outside  and  saw  that  strangers  were  coming  in 
town  thick  and  last. 

Pretty  soon  he  overheard  a  few  words  that  passed  between 
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two  men  who  were  standing  off  by  themselves,  and  he  pricked 
up  his  ears. 

The  remarks  they  were  making  about  Young  Wild  West 
were  anything  but  good  ones. 

“I  guess  you  fellows  are  men  after  my  own  heart,”  he  said. 
‘T  just  heard  you  say  somethin’  about  Young  Wild  West  that 
jest  suited  me.” 

The  tw'o  men  exchanged  quick  glances  and  then  sized  Big 
Barney  up  without  saying  anything. 

“Let’s  go  somewhere  an’  have  a  talk,”  observed  one  of  the 
renegades. 

They  did  so,  and  the  result  was  that  they  agreed  to  do  as 
Big  Barney  suggested. 

They  went  over  to  the  ranch,  or  as  close  as  they  dared  to  go, 
and  when  Big  Barney  had  failed  to  do  anything  with  the  man 
Joe,  they  rode  off  to  think  of  some  other  scheme. 

Finally  it  was  decided  that  the  two  renegades  were  to  ride 
boldly  up  to  the  ranch  at  about  the  time  the  guests  were  eating 
the  wedding  supper. 

They  would  go  to  the  sheds  and  dismount  just  as  though 
they  were  late  arrivals,  and  were  going  to  put  their  horses 
up,  and  then  watch  for  the  chance  to  fire  the  out-buildings. 

When  Wild  started  for  the  barn,  after  being  informed  by 
Joe  that  the  two  men  who  had  been  with  Big  Barney  that 
afternoon  were  there,  he  was  ready  for  business. 

It  was  fast  growing  dark,  and  as  he  rounded  the  nearest 
corner  of  the  barn,  he  saw  a  flash  of  light  ahead  of  him. 

Then  he  came  full  upon  the  two  scoundrels  and  caught  them 
in  the  act  of  firing  the  barn. 

Crack  ! 

Wild’s  revolver  sounded  and  the  man  who  held  the  match 
in  his  fingers  rolled  over  with  a  death-yell  on  his  lips.  • 

The  other  fellow'  started  to  run  aw'ay,  but  Wild  was  too 
quick  for  him. 

Leaping  forward  with  the  agility  of  a  mountain  lion,  he 
grabbed  him  by  his  collar  and  knocked  his  revolver  from  his 
hand  at  the  same  time. 

He  pressed  the  muzzle  of  his  ow'n  v/eapon  against  the  tem¬ 
ple  of  his  prisoner  and  exclaimed; 

“Make  a  move  or  utter  a  cry  and  you  are  a  dead  man!” 

“I  surrender!”  was  the  reply  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

“Come  right  along  with  me  now,”  Wild  said.  “I’ll  see  to  it 
that  your  case  is  attended  to  in  short  order.  Going  to  burn 
the  ranch  buildings,  were  you?  Well,  I  guess  I  got  here  just 
in  time.  I  ought  to  have  shot  you,  too,  but  I  can’t  shoot  a 
cowardly  man  in  the  back,  somehow.” 

By  this  time  it  had  leaked  out  that  something  was  w’rong 
by  our  hero  leaving  the  supper-table  so  suddenly,  and  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie,  Jim  Dart  and  Jack  Robedee  came  rushing  to  the 
scene. 

They  met  Wild  with  his  prisoner  half-way  to  the  house,  and 
cries  of  surprise  went  up  from  them. 

“We  come  mighty  near  being  burned  out.”  said  Wild,  in 
answer  to  the  questions  they  fired  at  him.  “Jack,  just  get 
Spitfire  out  of’the  stable,  will  you?” 

“Certainly.”  And  without  asking  another  question  Robedee 
darted  for  the  stable. 

“Now,  then,  my  fine  fellow,  I  want  you  to  tell  me  where 
Big  Barney  is.” 

“He  is  back  about  a  mile  from  here  hidin’  in  a  clump  of 
oaks,”  came  the  prompt  rejoinder. 

“Ah!  What  is  he  doing  there?” 

“Waitin’  for  ther  blaze.” 

“When  he  saw  it  what  was  he  going  to  do?” 

“Ride  down  here  an’  try  to  git  a  shot  at  you  an’  a  feller 
called  Lively  Rick.” 

“Good  I” 


“I’m  tellin’  you  ther  truth.  Won’t  you  let  me  go  now?” 

“Not  much.  Charlie,  get  some  of  the  men  to  make  a  big* 
bon-fire  at  once.” 

The  scout  knew  what  was  required,  and  also  what  it  was 
for. 

In  less  than  two  minutes  he  had  a  crowd  heaping  up  brush 
and  hay  in  the  center  of  the  place  where  the  sports  had  taken 
place  that  afternoon. 

“Touch  it  oft!  ”  exclaimed  Wild  w'hen  it  was  in  readiness  for 
the  match. 

Charlie  did  so. 

Jack  came  along  w'ith  Wild’s  horse  about  this  time,  and  as 
soon  as  the  flames  got  pretty  high  the  boy  leaped  in  the  saddle 
and  rode  for  the  clump  of  trees,  leaving  the  prisoner  in  charge 
of  Jim. 

The  sorrel  stallion  dashed  away  like  a  meteor  and  soon  the 
trees  came  in  sight. 

He  had  scarcely  located  them  in  the  rapidly  gathering  dark¬ 
ness  W'hen  a  shadow'  emerged  from  the  cover  of  them  and 
galloped  toward  him. 

It  was  Big  Barney. 

“Halt,  Big  Barney!” 

When  this  startling  command  rang  out  the  villain  almost 
fell  from  the  saddle. 

“Hold  up  your  hands!” 

Big  Barney  now  recognized  the  voice  of  Y’oung  Wild  West, 
and  recovering  himself  quickly,  he  wheeled  his  horse  around 
and  drew'  his  revolver. 

Crack! 

He  fired  just  one  shot,  and  then  the  revolver  in  the  hand  of 
Young  Wild  West  spoke. 

With  a  groan  Big  Barney  fell  forward  on  the  neck  of  his 
horse  and  then  slid  to  the  ground. 

He  had  died  trying  to  get  his  revenge. 

Young  Wild  West  did  not  dismount  to  see  w'hether  the  man 
w'as  dead  or  not. 

He  rode  back  to  the  ranch  at  an  easy  canter,  and  was  just 
in  time  to  hear  a  roar  of  many  voices. 

,  It  was  not  exactly  a  cheer;  there  was  a  ring  of  revenge  and 
satisfaction  in  it. 

Our  hero  shrugged  his  shoulders,  for  he  knew'  what  it  meant 
too  w'ell. 

“Did  you  get  your  man?"  called  out  Jim  Dart,  as  he  rode  out 
to  meet  him. 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply.  “Big  Barney  will  never  bother  any 
one  again.” 

“'Neither  will  the  prisoner  you  left  in  my  charge.  The  men 
have  just  hanged  him.  We  tried  to  stop  them,  but  it  w'as  no 
use.” 

“I  heard  the  yell  just  now',  and  I  knew'  w'hat  it  meant.” 

Ten  minutes  later  Wild  had  finished  his  supper,  and  the 
festivities  of  the  evening  began. 

Everything  passed  off  without  a  ruffle,  and  w'hen  tw'elve 
o’clock  came  Wild  mounted  a  chair  and  said: 

“Ladies  and  gentlemen,  as  we  are  now'  on  the  verge  of  the 
Sabbath,  we  w'ill  bring  the  lively  time  at  Roaring  Ranch  to 
an  end.  Every  one  has  congratulated  the  young  married 
couple,  and  all  have  had  a  good  time,  I  hope.  I  intend  to  re¬ 
main  here  a  few  days  yet,  but  as  I  am  on  my  vacation,  I  in¬ 
tend  to  take  things  easy.  Good-night!  I  wish  you  all  pleas¬ 
ant  dreams.” 

Next  w'eek’s  issue  will  contain  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST  ON 
HIS  MUSCLE;  OR,  FIGHTING  WITH  NATURE’S  WEAP¬ 
ONS.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


Austria-Hungary  is  to  husband  officially  the  entire  grain 
crop.  An  imperial  decree  just  issued  requisitions  the  crops 
ot‘  wheat,  corn  and  rye  haiwested  or  unharvested  through¬ 
out  the  empire.  It  is  understood  that  distribution  is  to  be 
made  equably.  It  had  been  complained  that  Hungary  was 
favored  in  the  matter  of  wheat.  V^hile  Austria  was  foi’ced 
to  put  up  with  black  bread  the  Hungarians  had  plenty  of 
white  bread. 


iMeyer  Caplan,  a  merchant  of  ISTewberry,  X.  C.,  is  at  a 
local  hospital  in  Baltimore  learning,  under  the  directions  of 
a  trained  nurse,  to  eat,  virtually  without  a  stomach.  He 
came  to  Baltimore  to  be  treated  for  tumor  of  the  stomach, 
and  the  surgeons  rem.oved  all  but  about  two  inches  of  that 
organ.  The  small  flap  attaching  to  the  esophagus  was 
joined  to  the  duodenum,  a  part  of  the  small  intestine.  The 
man  is  now  able  to  take  into  his  sj'stem  food  that  is  easily 
digested. 


All  the  States  with  the  exception  of  six  have  announced 
their  intention  of  sending  a  rifle  team  to  the’'  national 
match.  Those  that  have  not  decided  are  Virginia,  Mary¬ 
land.  South  Dakota,  Penns3dvania,  California  and  Wash¬ 
ington.  As  the  match  does,  not  begin  until  Oct.  18  there 
is  still  plenty  of  time  for  these  States  to  organize  teams. 
The  prospects  are  that  there  will  be  as  large  a  representa¬ 
tion  from  the  different  States  as  attended  the  matches  in 
recent  years. 

Koundsman  Bichard  Walters  had  an  encounter  with  a 
large  owl  early  the  other  morning  as  he  was  making  his 
rounds  in  the  vicinity  of  Watchung  aveni>e  and  Valley 
Boad,  lilontclair,  X.  J.  There  is  a  large  grove  of  trees  at 
that  point,  and  as  Walters  was  ])assiiig  through  it  the  owl, 
with  a  hoot,  charged  him.  The  bird  flew  directly  in  Wal¬ 
ters'  face.  He  did  not  have  time  to  rea('h  for  his  club,  .«o 
he  beat  off  the  owl  with  his  hands.  The  policemair's  face 
was  scratched  and  his  temper  badly  ruffled  before  the  no(‘- 
tumal  bird  retreated.  Walters  thinks  the  owl  was  at¬ 
tracted  by  the  brass  buttons  of  his  uniform.  It  was  re- 
p<)rt<^’d  to  the  police  also  that  a  man  wearing  glasses  had 
been  attacked  at  the  same  point  late  at  night  by  an  owl. 

d’he  largest  book  in  the  Minnesota  Historical  Sowetv’s 
library,  Minneapolis,  IVinn.,  and  one  of  the  most  interest¬ 
ing  is  an  old  Cerman  Bible  bound  in  leather  with  heavy 
l.ra--  clasps  and  comers.  It  Aveigbs  more  than  fifty 
pi.-unds.  From  a  historical  stand])oint  it  is  of  much  inter- 
c  a.=  H  contain.'^  jjortraits  of  the  reigning  Protestant 
j.rii  of  Cermariv  during  the  early  days  of  the  Rcforma- 
fbci,  Tliere  arc  fu!l..}>ago  steel  engravings,  and  while  there 
].  general  in  tlie  lines  of  llu'  faces,  indicating 

t' -t!  I'u'  arti't  wa.-  imt  particularly  skilful  in  making  |M)r- 
1  llic  <'0-t liming  no  doubt  is  bislorically  cfUTcct.  d'lie 

bo'  '  a.  Yiddish,  d  in  ]72H  from  flic  translations  into 

i'fcj.  y,i  hi."  Ildircw  aijcl  (Ircck  editions  of  the  Did, and 
'1  'stamc/ds. 


On  dime  1st  of  the  present  v'car  the  number  of  automo¬ 
biles  in  the  Hiiited  States  for  the  first  time  reached 
2,000,000.  Figuring  on  an  average  of  four  persons  to 
each  car,  which  is  very'  conservative,  there  are  8,000,000 
people  ill  this  C'ou*try  in  daily  enjoyment  of  motoring. 
What  it  costs  to  follow  this  sport  is  of  interest,  because  of 
the  stupendous  figures  involved.  To  run  2,000,000  cars 
lor  one  year  requires  at  the  very  lea.st  1,000,000,000  (one 
billion)  gallons  of  ^%as,”  ivorth' $130,000,000 ;  20,000,000 
gallons  of  liibricaling  oil,  worth  $8,000,000;  12,000,000 
tires,  Avorth  not  less  than  $1G  apiece,  or  $192,000,000;  ac¬ 
cessories  and  extra  comforts,  goggles,  gloves  and  caps,  at 
$50  per  car,  equals  $1 00,(M)0,000 ;  garage  charges  on  short 
tours  (exclusive  of  gas  and  oil),  $100  per  car  per  year, 
$200,000,000 ;  repairs  made  necessary  by  Avear,  tear  and 
accident  (exclusive  of  tires),  $50  per  car  per  year,  equals 
$100,000,000.  Total  running  expenses  for  all  cars  in  use. 
$730,000,000.  Adding  thereto  the  value  of  the  600,000  ncAV 
cars  purchased  during  the  year,  at  an  average  price  of  $750, 
equals  $450,000,000,  Ave  get  the  immense  total  of  $1,180,- 
000,000  spent  in  a  single  year  (1915)  on  the  sport  of  mo¬ 
toring. 


Bank-note  paper  is  so  valuable  that  the  plain  white 
sheets  are  counted,  recounted,  checked,  sealed  and  account¬ 
ed  for  just  as  if  they  Avere  money.  Without  a  scratch  or 
line  upon  its  Avhite  surface,  the  A^ery  possession  of  a  single 
sheet  of  this  paper  renders  one  liable  to  a  fine  of  $5,000, 
or  to  imprisonment  for  fiA’e  years,  or  to  both  fine  and  im¬ 
prisonment.  Made  in  but  one  mill,  at  Dalton,  Mass.,  bv  a 
secret  process,  and  under  the  strict  supervision  of  Govern¬ 
ment  inspectors,  the  mannfactnre  of  bank-note  paper  fol¬ 
lows  the  accepted  methods  for  the  manufacture  of  any 
high-grade  bond  paper.  At  this  point,  hoAvever,  begin  the 
.‘sporet  manipulations  which  increase  its  Avearing  qualities 
and  incorporate  the  silk  fibers,  red  and  blue,  AAffilch  are 
characteristic  of  American  paper  money.  The  method  by 
Avhich  these  fibers  are  incorporated  into  the  texture  of  the 
paper  is  one  of  the  most  carefully  guarded  secrets,  known 
only  to  a  A^eiw  fcAV  trusted  and  bonded  employees  of  the 
manufacturer  and  the  government  officials  in  charge  of 
the  AAmrk.  There  are  tAvo  stripes,  or  bands,  of  silk  fiber,  so 
placed  in  the  pulp,  at  some  stage  of  the  process  of  manu¬ 
facture,  that  all  bank-notes  cut  from  the  sheet  will  con¬ 
tain  an  approximately  equal  number  of  these  distinctive 
markings,  so  disposed  as  to  fall  principally  on  the  portions 
of  the  note  not  covered  by  engraving.  In  their  finisliod 
condition,  the  sheets,  Avhich  are  8i/t  by  131^  inches  in  size, 
just  large  enough  for  four  bills  to  he  printed  upon  one 
.<ihect,  are  counted  by  employees  of  the  mill,  and  then  a 
check  count  is  taken  by  a  force  of  counters  of  the  Treas¬ 
ury  Do]iaiiment  located  at  the  mill.  A  thousand  sheets  are 
then  counted,  checked  and  placed  in  a  package  Avhich  is 
w.oaled  with  the  Government  seal,  Avliicli  is  not  broken  until 
the  package  is  delivered  to  the  Bureau  of  Engraving  and 
I’rinting,  Avhpii  the  pa.pcr  is  again  counted  before  any  work 
is  dojie  upon  it. 
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r  The  Wonderful  Adventures  of  a  New  Monte  Cristo 
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I  By  “PAWNEE  JACK” 


(A  SEEIAL  STOEY) 


CHAPTEE  III. 

DON*  RICARDO  AXD  HIS  GUEST — SIXBAD's  -PERIL. 

Con  Cregan,  Jacques  and  Ivan  followed  him  into  the 
cabin,  for  they  had  been  eagerly  awaiting  his  return. 

“PYith,  masther,  an’  it’s  mighty  excited  j'e’re  afther 
looking.” 

“Happy,  Con;  happy,  not  excited.  The  hour  of  ven¬ 
geance  has  arrived.  I  have  found  Dick  Quince  !” 

‘‘Shure,  an’  the  rest  is  aisyl”  cried  Con,  after  a  mo¬ 
ment's  thought.  “It’s  only  killing  him.” 

■  “Parbleu !  he  must  die  !” 

“It  is  a  pity  he  can  only  die  once,”  said  Ivan.  “The 
retribution  is  not  enough.” 

'  “He  will  not  die,*'  said  Sinbad,  solemnly. 

His  three  friends  uttered  an  exclamation  of  astonish¬ 
ment  in  one  voice.  They  were  completely  astounded  by 
Sinbad’s  decision. 

.^“We  must  capture  him.  He  must  be  brought  on  hoard 
this  yacht.  That  is  the  first  step.” 

“Begorra.  I’ll  carrv  the  villain  away  from  the  jail  mv- 
self."’  "  ^ 

-  'Sinbad  laughed.  So  did  the  others.  They  realized  that 
the  affair  was  not  quite  so  simple  as  the  Irishman  as¬ 
sumed  it  to  be. 

“Eve  hit  on  a  plan,”  said  Sinbad,  “and  to-night  it  shall 
be  carried  out.  I  dine  with  the  wretch  at  the  prison.  The 
first  thing  to  he  done  is  to  move  the  yacht  over  close  to 
the  wall  of  the  prison.  There’s  deep  water  there  and  it’s  a 
safer  anchorage.  Fortunately  for  my  plan,  Don  Ricardo 
himself  made  this  suggestion  to  me.” 

“I  see  no  help  in  that,  mon  ami.” 

“•Jacques,  carry  out  my  instnictions  and  all  will  be  well. 
Listen  very  carefully.  I  shall  manage  to  drop  over  the 
]nisun  wall  a  small  cord.  You  must  affix  a  stout  rope 
to  IL  aiffi  I  will  draw  it  up.  I’ll  find  an  excuse  to  reach 
the  wall  of  the  prison.” 

“That  will  not  be  any  use.  You  can’t  lower  vourself 
nr  tile  governor  because  of  the  sharp  iron  spikes  all  over 
the  rocks  at  the  bottom.*’ 

“.Jacques.”  laughed  Sinbad,  “you  have  a  very  fine  brain. 
Imt  don’t  wear  it  out  with  thinking.  Simply  do  as  I  tell 
yon.  that's  all.  d’he  stout  rope  must  be  made  fast  to  the 
yacht  and  drawn  taut.  That's  all.” 

“Your  (trders  shall  be  obeyed,  sir,”  said  Jacques  in  a 
tone  of  the  utmost  deference. 


The  Avenger  was  speedily  moved  to  it.s  new  anchorage 
not  more  than  fifty  yards  from  the  prison,  and  there  it  lay 
in  comparative  security. 

Having  made  sure  that  everything  was  in  order,  Sinhad, 
as  soon  as  it  was  dark,  once  more  presented  himself  at  the 
prison,  where  he  was  to  he  the  guest  of  Don  Eicardo. 

“You  are  early,”  said  the  don,-  “but  that’s  a  good 
fault.  However,  it  obliges  me  to  leave  vou  for  a  little 
while,  as  my  duties  are  not  quite  over.” 

“'(■Jood  !’’  muttered  Sinbad  “now  is  my  chance.” 

“If  you’ve  no  objection  I'll  smoke  a  cigarette  on  the 
walls,'’  said  Sinbad  aloud. 

“You’re  right  to  do  so.  Our  evenings  in  this  climate 
are  the  best  part  of  the  day.”. 

Sinbad  found  to  his  joy  that  the  walls  of  the  prison  to¬ 
wards  the  sea  were  absolutely  deserted.  Yo  sentry  was  to 
be  seen  anywhere.  It  was  perfectly  dark,  but  still  looking 
through  the  gloom  he  was  able  to  distinguish  the  ship’s 
boat  at  the  foot  of  the  wall,  almost  hidden  in  the  dark 
shadow  it  cast. 

Pulling  the  cord  from  his  pocket,  he  lowered  it  instant¬ 
ly.  A  few  moments  later  he  felt  something  had  been  tied 
to  it,  and  he  pulled  it  up  at  once.  Jacques  had  obeyed  or¬ 
ders,  and  now  Sinbad  held  in  his  hand  a  rope  of  consider¬ 
able  thickness  and  strength. 

Quick  as  thought  he  made  the  rope  fast  to  some  massive 
iron  work  close  to  him,  and  no  sooner  had  he  done  so  than 
he  heard  footsteps  approaching. 

“The  don!”  said  Sinbad,  quietly.  “He  must  not  see  the 
rope.” 

To  avoid  this  he  hurried  awav,  meeting  his  host  and 

V  7  C? 

being  conducted  by  him  to  the  room  in  which  dinner  was 
served. 

Sii>bad  started  with  amazement  as  he  entered  the  apart¬ 
ment,  and  seemed  as  if  rooted  to  the  spot.  A  fair  girl  of 
fifteen,  perfect  in  her  loveliness,  stood  before  him. 

“My  daughter,  Claire,  Mr.  Sinbad,”  said  the  governor. 

Sinbad  bowed  low,  and  then,  before  he  had  recovered 
from  his  surprise,  he  found  himself  seated  opposite  to  this 
beautiful  girl. 

“You  must  let  me  see  your  yacht,  Mr.  Sinbad."  she  said. 
“My  friends  tell  me  it’s  a  perfect  paradise.” 

“1  shall  be  most  hap]>y.'' 

“Our  young  friend's  a  Sinbad  ami  a  Monte  (hMsto  wiled 
into  one,  according  to  all  accounts,”  laughed  the  governor. 
“Fortunatelv.  we're  honest  jH'ople  in  Ooquimbo,  or  I 
wouldn't  answer  for  you  getting  away  with  your  riches.” 
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“Tliat  wouldn't  troiihlp  Mr.  Sinl^ad.  papa."  said  Claire, 
with  her  •iilvery  laugh:  *‘it’  he's  a  Monte  Crislo  he  could 
easily  o^et  more." 

“As  you  say,  M  iss  <^uin,  r  could  easily  get  more." 
Sinhad  was  not  at  his  ea.se.  The  beautiful  girl  fas¬ 
cinated  him,  hut  he  wished  she  had  not  been  Don  Ri¬ 
cardo's  daughter. 

“So  lovely  and  so  innocent  !"  muttered  Sinltad.  “Must 
she  suffer?"  He  thought  a  moment  and  his  broM^  dark¬ 
ened.  “A  murdered  fatlier  and  mother,  sister,  brother  to 
be  avenged.  The  Avork  must  go.  on,  for  1  liave 
SAvorn  it." 

When  Claire  left  the  room,  Sinbad  felt  relieved. 

‘Wly  daughter  Avill  join  tis  later,’'  said  the  governor, 
*‘She  Avill  sing  to  you,  if  you  like  music,” 

“It  Avill  be  A'ery  kind  of  "her.” 

“Permit  me  to  look  at  your  rings,  Mr.  Sinbad,  1  could 
scarcely  keep  my  eyes  off  them  at  dinner;  they're  the, finest 
stones  I’ve  ever  seen.'' 

Sinbad  glanced  at  them  carelessly. 

“Fine  color.”  he  said,  “but  small.” 

“Small?” 

“Yes,  in  a  strange  toAATi  Avhere  you  don't  knoAV  the  peo¬ 
ple,  it's  not  Avell  to  Avear  anything  valuable.” 

“This  man  must  be  Midas,”  muttered  the  governor. 
“Tie  terrifies  me.”  .  .. 

“It's  A'ery  strange,'’  said  Sinbad,  a  few  moments  later, 
“but  AV'hen  you  mentioned  my  rings,  I  Avas  about  to  ask 
you  to  let  me  see  the  ring  you’re  wearing,*’ 

“This  one?” 

“Yes.*’ 

“Why,  it’s  almost  valueless.  By  all  means  look  at  it,” 
“Yes.  as  I  suspected,  a  digger's  ring,  that’s  Avhat  they 
call  it  in  Australia,  made  from  the  pure  gold  Avithout  al¬ 
loy.  Would  you  care  to  part  with  it?” 

“Not  for  Avorlds.  I’m  superstitious,  most  Spaniards  are, 
and  ever  since  I've  Avorn  that  ring  I'A'e  had  good  luck.” 

“Wbat's  that  I  see?”  said  Sinbatl,  quickly,  “something 
scratched  here,  initials  I  really  believe,  I’d  like  to  de¬ 
cipher  them.” 

The  goA'ernor’s  face  turned  pale,  and  he  stretched  out 
lii.s  hand  for  the  ring.  ^ 

“But,  supposing  I  Avisb  to  keep  it?*’ 

“I  Avould  not  suppose  such  a  thing,  Mr.  Sinbad.” 

“Let  us  make  an  exchange.  Come,  take  one  of  my 
rings  in  exchange.*’ 

d’he  governor's  eyes  sparkled  Avith  cupidity  as  they  fell 
on  the  glittering  brilliants  that  shone  on  Sinbad's  fingers, 
bnt  he  never  thought  of  making  the  exchange  suggested. 

“Old  associations  connect  me  with  that  ring,  Mr.  Sin¬ 
bad.  I  will  not  part  Avith  it.  It  belonged  to  a  friend.” 

Sinbad  bent  Ioav,  placed  his  lips  to  the  plain  gold  ring 
and  murmured  : 

“My  fatlier,  you  shall  be  revenged  !*’ 

“ffid  vou  speak,  .sir?” 

“Yc',”  an.sAvered  Sinbad,  coldly;  “I  intend  to  keep  the 
ring.*’ 

.\i)d  as  he  said  this  he  placed  it  on  his  finger,  ' 

Don  Ricardo  flushed  red  Avith  jiassion. 

“'I'bi**  pa->c:.  a  je.-t,  sir;  it  becomes  a  crime  I" 

**A  '-rime?'’  -necrer!  Sinbad  ;  “and  has  this  I'ing  never 
lictri)  counccted  with  a  crime  before?'’ 
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The  red  flush  on  the  governor’s  face  changed  to  a  sickly’ 
pallor  now. 

“Ah  !  you  do  not  ansAA’cr  !*’  cried  Sinbad,  springing  to, 
his  feet.  “You  are  afraid.  There  is  blood  on  that  ring, 
and  it  appalls  you.  Ivichard  Quince,  you  are  a  coAvard 
a.s  Avell  as  an  assassin.'’ 

1’he  governor  fell  back  in  his  chair  Avith  Avildly  staripg 
eyes  and,  half-open  mouth,  looking  for  all  the  Avorld  as  if' 
he  had  fallen  into  a  fit. 

“'Come  !’*  said  Sinbad,  touching  him  on  the  shoulder,  and 
at  the  same  time  holding  a  six-shooter  at  his  head. 

'Not  until  Don  Ricardo  felt  the  cold  steel  of  tlie  re¬ 
volver  pressing  against  his  temple  did  he  rouse  himself. 
Then  he  rose  like  a  man  moving  mechanically.  There  Avas 
the  same  look  of  horror  on  his  face,  and  cold  beads  of  per¬ 
spiration  stood  on  his  forehead. 

“WTo  are  you?*’  he  gasped  hoarsely.  “Speak  I” 

“I  am  Sinbad  the  Second.  There  is  no  time  for  talking 
noAv.  You  must  go  Avith  me.” 

The  governor  plucked  up  a  little  'courage,  for  be  felt 
convinced  that  his  danger  Avould  soon  be  OA'er.  It  Avould  be 
impossible  for  his  captor  to  take  him  out  of  the  prison  in 
this  fashion.  The  sentry  at  the  gate  Avould  prevent,  itf 

“W’here  are  you  taking  me?”  asked  Don  Ricardo. 

“To  the  AA'alis.  Step  quickly,”  ■ 

“He  means  to  mmrder  me,”  thought  the  miserable  manl 
A\dth  a  shudder,  “and  then  throAv  my  body  OA'er^into  the' 
sea.” 

He  looked  Avildly  around.  No  help  was-  near,  for  thisj 
section  of  the  prison  being  considered  impregnable.yvas  not' 
subject  to  suiweillance.  To  cry  for  aid  Avould  be  .fatal;. 
Sinbad  Avould  fire,  and  Don  Ricardo  kneAV  hoAv  unerring! 
Avas  his  aim.  ,  . .  ^ 

All  this  AAdiile  he  had  been  AA'alking  foinvard,  and  noAvj 
the  Avails  Avere  reached. 

“You  are  in  no  danger,”  said  Sinbad,  “Amu  have  only 
to  do  as  I  tell  you.  You  see  that  rope?” 

As  Sinbad  indicated  it,  Don  Ricardo  saw  to  his  amaze¬ 
ment  that  a  stout  rope  stretched  from  the  parapet  to  the 
yacht. 

“You  need  not  be  a  Blondin,”  said  Sinbad,  “to  cross  that 
rope,  only  a  sailor.  Cling  to  it  and  make  your  Avay  to  the 
shi]').  There  is  no  danger,  for  if  you  fall  into  the  sea  my 
boat  Avill  pick  you  up.  Go  at  once  or  I  aaoII  kill 
you !” 

W'ithont  a  AA'ord  Don  Ricardo  started  on  his  journey, 
Avondering  Avhether' death  lay  at  the  other  end  of  the  rope, 
and  all  the  while  completely  beAvildered  as  to  Avhat  the 
proceedings  of  the  night  meant. 

Sinbad,  pistol  in  hand,  stood  watching  him,  and'  also 
the  boat'  that  kept  pace  with  him  heloAv.  Then,  Avhen  he 
saAv  the  governor  Avas  on  board  the  yacht,  he  looked 'a  round 
once  to  see  no  one  AA'-as  near,  and  at  once  he  departed  on  his 
aerial  trip. 

Sinbad  clung  to  tbe  rope,  midAvay  betAveen  the  yacht  and 
the  ])rison,  Avhen  suddenly  Claire,  the  governor’s  daughter, 
rushed  on  to  tbe  parapet,  bolding  a  stiletto  in  her  hand. 
“Wretch  I”  she  eried,  as  she  prepared  to  cut  the  rope.  “You 
have  killevl  mv  father.  You  shall  die  I” 

Cfio  be  continued) 
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HAS  A  PETIHFTED  FOOT. 

William  Lotcman,  who  is  t^a^■elillg  in  a  covered  wagon 
in  Kansas,  has  part  of  what  he  asserts  is  the  petrified  body 
of.  a  man.  It  was  found  one  year  ago  on  the  banks  of  the 
Verdigris  Fiver,  in  Wagoner  Comity,  Oklahoma,  he  states. 
John  Hall,  a  farmer  resicli^^-  near  the  river,  discovered 
tile  object  where  the  wvaves  had  washed  the  earth  away 
from  it,  and  he  took  it  home,  throwing  it  into  his  barn. 

‘H  camped  there  shortly  afterward  and  I  asked  him  for 
the  foot,  which  was  broken  off,”  said  Loteman.  “He  told 
mo  to  take  all  of  the  body  there  was  there.  The  head  and 
shoulders  are  missing,  but  the  body  from  the  waist  down 
is  in  my  possession.  It  is  believed  tiiat  it  is  the  body  of 
a  white  man  who  was  killed  by  the  Indians  years  ago.’’ 


COST  $17  TO  HANG  A  MAN. 

The  first  record  of  warrants  ever  used  by  a  treasurer  of 
Eush  County,  Ind.,  covering  the  period  from  1823  to  1811, 
was  found  in  the  treasurers  office  recently.  The  record 
showed  that  it  cost  the  county  only  $17  to  hang  Edward 
Ij.  Swanson,  the  only  man  who  ever  paid  the  death  pen¬ 
alty  in  Rush  County. 

He  was  convicted  of  the  murder  of  Elisha  Clark,  in 
April,  1829,  and  after  a  motion  for  a  new  trial  failed,  was 
hanged  in  May  of  the  same  year.  The  warrants  issued 
show  that  $5  was  allowed  Beverly  R.  Ward  for  making  a 
coffin  for  Swanson,  $2  was  allowed  David  Loonev  for  dig¬ 
ging  the  grave  and  $10  was  paid  William  E.-  Bupelt  fm’ 
“rope,  cap,  shroud  and  galloAvs  for  the  execution  of  Ed¬ 
ward  L.  Swanson.” 


METHOD  FOR  EXPLOITING  AN  INVENTION. 

An  ingenious  method  for  exploiting  an  invention  is  be¬ 
ing  used  with  success  by  a  Washington  man.  His  inven¬ 
tion  is  a  mouse  trap,  a  model  of  which  he  takes  along 
with  him.  He  immediately  interests  his  intended  cus¬ 
tomers  by  producing  two  live  white  mice,  which  he  sets 
down  in  front  of  the  trap. 

They  promptly  head  for  a  passageway  at  one  end  of  the 
tiap,  apparently  tempted  by  cheese  contained  behind  a 
grating  inside.  As  they  enter,  however,  their  weight 
springs  a  trap  door,  closing  the  passage  by  which  they  en¬ 
tered  :  the  cheese  proves  to  be  inaccessible,  and  in  seeking 
to  escape  they  follow  a  passage  leading  up  an  incline  and 
ending  with  another  trap  door.  Presently  they  push  o]xvn 

this  door  and  tumble  down  into  a  pail  of  sawdust _ their 

ne  t.  The  opening  of  this  second  trap  door  by  the  mice 
rc-cts  the  trap  by  opening  the  first  trap  door  which  had 
first  shut  off  their  escape.  The  inventor  then  turns  to  his 
intmested  audience  and  remarks; 

“Xow.  gentlemen,  if  this  pail  had  been  filled  with  water 
instead  of  sawdust  and  sot  ovcniight,  in  the  morning  you 
would  find  the  mice  trapped  in  it  and  drowned.  F  also 
have  a  larger  trap  that  works  the  same  way  for  rats.  I  low 
many  traps  can  you  use  ?”  He  generally  makes  a  sale. 


INDIANS  AT  WEST  POINT. 

Sylvester  Long-Lance,  the  first  full-blooded  Cherokee 
Indian  to  receive  an  appointment  to  the  Military  Academy 
at  West  Point,  is  a  member  of  the  class  which  was  gradu¬ 
ated  this  year  from  St.  John’s  School  at  Manlius,  N.  Y. 
Long-Lance  had  been  a  student  at  the  school  for  three  years 
and  stood  high  in  his  work  and  was  also  active  in  athletics. 

He  also  is  a  graduate  of  the  Carlisle  Indian  School, 
which  he  entered  when  he  was  12  years  old.  Some  time 
ago  he  determined  to  become  an  army  officer.  President 
Wilson  became  interested  in  him  and  Long-Lance  received 
notification  that  he  had  been  selected  as  one  of  the  six 
Presidential  appointees  to  the  Military  Academy. 

The  first  Indian  to  receive  an  appointment  to  West 
Point  was  David  Moniac,  a  Creek.  He  was  born  in  Ala¬ 
bama  and  was  a  cadet  of  the  Military  Academy  from  Sepr 
tember  18,  1817,  until  July  1,  1822,  when  he  was  gradu¬ 
ated  and  appointed  a  brevet  second  lieutenant  in  the  Sixth 
Infantry. 

On  the  expiration  of  his  graduation  leave  on  December 
31,  1822.  he  resigned  from  the  arrav  to  become  a  cotton 
planter  in  his  native  State.  During  the  war  in  Florida  in 
183fi,  against  the  Seminoles,  Moniac  became  captain  in  a 
regiment  of  mounted  Creek  volunteers  and  became  a  major 
in  that  regiment  November  15,  1836.  He  was  killed  six 
days  later  in  the  battle  of  "Wahoo  Swamp. 


HORSES  LESS  INTELLIGENT  THAN  CATS. 

Horses  are  generally  given  credit  for  a  great  deal  more 
intelligence  than  they  possess.  Scientific  tests  show  that  in 
wisdom  such  as  human  beings  display  horses  are  hopelessly 
outclassed  by  dogs,  monkeys  and  even  by  cats. 

The  horse  can  be  taught  to  do  certain  things  just  be¬ 
cause  he  is  too  stupid  to  have  any  ideas  of  his  own.  Take 
many  human  prize  pupils,  he  can  learn  but  cannot  think. 

So  far  as  intelligence  goes  ]isychological  experimeuts 
show  that  it  is  nracticallv  a  dead  heat  between  cats,  doss 
and  monkeys. 

The  dog  h.as  human  morals,  therefore  people  are  apt  to 
assume  that  he.  has  human  logic.  But  the  cat.  say  certain 
persons,  in  sheer  brains  stands  next  to  man.  He  has  the 
adaptive  intelligence  that  makes  him  equally  at  home  in 
parlor  or  wild  woods,  and  gets  him  a  living  anywhere.  A 
eat,  it  is  argued,  can  think  faster  and  take  care  of  himself 
under  more  different  conditions  than  any  other  living  thing 
cxcejd  man. 

Monkeys,  undoubtedly,  seem  more  intelligent  than  they 
really  are  because  they  resemble  human  beings  in  actions 
and  outward  appearance  so  much  more  closely  tlian  other 
animals. 

Sffune  scientists  maintain  that  although  the  monkcv  mav 
be  really  no  more  intelligent  than  the  cat  or  dog  his  intelli¬ 
gence  is  certainly  much  more  like  the  human  t\pc. 

Although  he  may  not  think  better  his  methods  of  thoudit 
are  more  like  those  of  a  man  than  are  those  of  the  other 
animals. 
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BROTHER  X 

- OR - 

THE  GOBBLERS  OF  TURKEY  NECK 


By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  I. 

TROUBLE  IX  THE  SHOP. 

AWndhaven  is  a  pleasant  town  in  the  State  of  Massachu’ 
setts,  pleasantly  located  on  the  shore  of  Buzzard’s  Bay, 
about  equally  distant  from  those  two  great  manufacturing 
centers — Yew  Bedford  and  Fall  River, 

Here  also  is  located  the  great  cutlery  works  where  the 
far-famed  AVindhaven  knives,  forks  and  razors  and  other 
edge  tools  are  manufactured,  and  it  is  upon  this  industry 
that  the  entire  town  depends. 

When  business  is  good  at  the  “shop,”  as  the  cluster  of  big 
brick  buildings  is  usually  termed,  there  are  good  times  in 
AAhndhaven,  but  when  it  is  otherwise,  there  is  apt  to  be 
much  sutfering  among  the  families  of  the  poorer  operatives 
in  the  Avorks.  who  live  principally  in  long  rows  of  frame 
tenements  built  along  the  shore  and  known  as  “the  corpora¬ 
tion,’’  from  the  fact  that  one  and  all  belong  to  the  cutlery 
company. 

These  buildings  are  for  the  most  part  well  kept  and  in 
former  times  the  company  had  been  noted  for  paying  good 
wages  and  for  being  lenient  in  the  matter  of  rent  when 
dull  business  threw  the  tenants  out  of  Avork. 

This  Avas  in  the  days  Avhen  Superintendent  Douglass  ran 
the  shop,  a  kind-hearted,  liberal  man,  but  IMr.  Douglass 
Avas  now  dead  and  since  Bart  Burton  took  charge  of  the 
Avorks  all  had  changed. 

Air.  Burton  Avas  a  neAV  importation  in  AVindhaven,  fresh 
from  one  of  the  great  cutlery  works  in  Sheffield,  England, 
where  they  grind  the  AA'orkmen  as  well  as  the  knives  and 
razors. 

Mr.  Burton  was  a  perfect  tyrant  in  his  management  of 
the  hands  in  the  shop,  and  in  his  general  management  -of 
the  business  bis  Avatchword  was  economy;  if  there  Avas  a 
chance  to  cut  doAvn  Avages  he  did  it;  if  there  Avas  a  cliauce 
to  imjxjsc  fines  for  being  a  minute  late  or  for  si)oiling  Avork, 
or  for  any  other  cause,  he  did  that,  too. 

From  seven  o’clock  in  the  morning  until  six  at  night  the 
AHi|K>f»ulHr  superintendent  Avent  proAA’ling  around  the  Avorks, 
rea'lv  at  all  times  to  |K)unce  ujion  any  one  for  the  smallest 
ofT-m-e,  real  or  irnaginarv. 

Old  Mr.  I  Xonglass  bad  had  a  jileasant  Avord  for  ever.y- 
1>/;^Ia,  blit  Bart  Burton  had  a  jileasant  word  for  nobody,  and 
b'-.Hl  of  all  for  young  .lack  Ashmore,  the  foreman  of  the 
j.-m-.nife  job,  against  whom  he  seemed  to  have  taken  a  spe- 
tiel  grudge. 


And  yet  J ack  Avas  a  good  boy  and  much  respected  by  his 
felloAV-Avorkmen,  Avho  Avere  not  in  the  least  jealous  of  his 
advancement  over  them  at  the  early  age  of  nineteen. 

This  had  come  about  naturally.  Jack’s  father  had  been 
foreman  of  the  job  for  many  years,  and  he  had  taken  spe¬ 
cial  pains  to  instruct  his  only  son  in  all  the  intricacies  of 
the  work  before  his  death,  more  than  a  year  before  our  story 
opens. 

Xo  one  Avas  jealous  of  Jack  for  his  rapid  ajdvancement. 
Those  under  him  seemed  to  feel  that  the  job  belonged  to 
him  by  right,  but  Mr.  Burton  thought  otherAvise,  and  had 
tAvice  tried  to  trip  the  boy  and  have  him  discharged  from 
the  Avorks. 

He  did  not  succeed, 

Mr.  Tolland,  the  treasurer  of  the  company,  had  some¬ 
thing  to  say  about  that,  and  both  times  Avhen  Mr.  Burton 
had  jiroposed  to  discharge  him,  he  simply  said  no. 

That  settled  it,  for  if  Mr.  Burton’s  Avill  was  law  in  small 
matters,  Mr.  Tolland’s  Avas  equally  so  in  large  ones,  and  as 
his  “yes”  meant  yes,  and  his  “no”  no.  Jack  Ashmore  re¬ 
mained  in  the  shop  and  Mr.  Bart  Burton  remained  Avateh- 
ing  for  his  chance  to  put  him  out,  Avhich  he  thought  had 
come  one  pleasant  September  morning,  Avhen  he  came 
proAAding  about  the  penknife  job,  and  paused  before  Katy 
Kidd,  one  of  the  packers,  as  sAveet  and  pretty  a  girl  as 
there  Avas  in  all  AATndhaven,  and  popular  Avith  CAnry  one, 

“Hoav  is  this.  Aliss  Kidd?”  he  demanded  in  his  surly 

''  V 

Avay.  “You  are  packing  these  boxes  crooked  again.” 

“Oh,  no,  sir!”  replied  Katy,  trembling  at  the  sound  of 
his  voice.  “That  one  you  have  in  your  hand  is  a  little 
crooked,  but  I  think  it  is  the  box,  sir.  I  laid  it  aside  to 
ask  l\Ir.  Ashmore  about  it.” 

“'Less  talk !  I  Avon’t  be  ansAvered  back  by  the  hands !” 
snarled  Mr.  Burton,  shoAving  his  teeth  in  an  unpleasant 
Avay  he  had  Avhen  angry. 

‘‘Sir!’’  said  Katy,  Jiushing. 

“I  said,  less  talk!”  repealed  the 'superintendent,  as  Jack 
came  hurry in.g  up. 

“’riiose  boxes  are  crooked,  Mr.  Burton.”  he  said.  “We 
have  bad  trouble  Avith  them  fi-ont  the  start.  It  Avould  be 
better  if  you  OT'dered  a  ucav  lot."  • 

“Don’t  you  tell  me  Avhat  1  ought  to  do.  T  kmoAV  my 
business !”  bawled  Burton.  “Miss  Kidd,  you  Avill  pack  those 
penknives  straight  or  you  Avill  leave  the  shoj).” 

“Mr.  Burton,  I’m  doing  the  very  best  1  can!”  replied 
Katvy  boldly,  and  she  Avas  about  to  say  more  when  Mr. 
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Burton  did  soincthina’  that  was  alike  foolisli  and  uns’eidle- 
in:n!l  y. 

He  seized  Kulv's  l^aiig  betw'een  his  thiiinl)  and  forefinger 
and  lifted  her  rio-ht  off  her  eliair. 

‘Htoii't  you  talk  back  to  me,  Miss  Tnipudence  !”  he  bawled 
out.  “Don't  you  talk  back  to  me!” 

Perhaps  tliis  style  of  treating  the  female  operatives  may 
have  been  all  right  for  Sheffield,  England,  where  Mr.  Bart 
Burton  learned  his  business,  but  that  it  did  not  do  at  all 
in  free  Yankee  land,  Mr.  Superintendent  Burton  had  yet 
to  learn. 

He  acquired  that  valuable  lesson  in  just  about  one  min¬ 
ute  by  the  watch. 

Katv  screamed,  for  hair-pulling  hurts. 

* 

;  It  was  too  much  for  Jack. 

L  He  had  stood  a  great  deal  from  Mr.  Burton,  but  this  he 
could  not  stand,  and  in  the  excitement  of  the  moment  lie 
hauled  off  and  gave  the  super  one  under  the  chin  with  his 
clenched  fist  Avhich  sent  the  man  sprawling  on  his  back, 
and  brought  the  hands  on  the  job  crowding  around. 

‘bSlug  him,  Jack !” 

^Jvnock  him  out !” 

“^‘Do  him  up,  old  man !” 

‘Tt's  a  shame !” 

‘Ht’s  outfageous  !” 

‘HTe  has  no  business  to  insult  a  lady !” 

Tliese  and  similar  observations  were  heard  all  over  the 
room. 


But  Jack  paid  no  attention  to  them. 

He  felt  that  he  had  gone  just  far  enough  and  he  quietly 
retuiaied  to  his  work,  whispering  to  Katy  to  do  the  same. 

Mr.  Burton  scrambled  to  his  feet  boiling  with  rage. 

He  was  a  perfect  coward  and  ever3^body  knew  it,  conse- 
quentlv  no  one  was  disappointed  when  he  made  no  effort  to 
strike  back  at  Jack. 

on  shall  pay  for  this !”  he  roared.  “I'll  discharge 
you,  Miss  Kidd  !  Ton  are  discharged  now !  Pack  up  your 
things  and  go !  This  is  outrageous.  I’ll  stand  it  no 
longer.  If  I  am  to  be  master  of  tins  shop  Ell  be  its  master. 
I  shall  telephone  to  Boston  at  once.  And  Ell  have  you  dis¬ 
charged,  .Jack  Ashmore,  or  I’ll  discharge  nivself.  I'll  have 
you  arrested,  too  !” 


And  so  on  through  a  long  rigmarole,  the  irate  superin¬ 
tendent  getting  redder  and  redder  in  the  face  as  be  raved 
on.  but  never  offering  to  lay  hands  on  Jack. 

don  t  care  what  you  do,”  replied  Jack,  without  raising 
his  eyes  from  his  work. 

‘Won’ll  find  out  about  that !  You’ll  find  out  about  that !” 

stormed  Burton.  “Miss  IHdd,  don’t  you  do  another  hand’s 
turn  !” 

Pool  Katv  was  cryii'g  bitterly,  as  the  superintendent 
^vent  stalking  awav  to  tlu'  office,  where  he  immediately 
telephoned  I  reasurer  d  olland  in  Boston,  giving  an  exagger¬ 
ated  account  of  the  whole  affair  and  demanding  Jack’nm- 
rnediate  discharge. 

All  the  satisfaction  he  got  was  hearing  the  tinasurer  say 
over  the  wire,  in  his  dry,  curt  way;  “You  may  discharge 
i\Iiss  Kidd,  of  course;  that  is  youi’  matter.  As  for  Asli- 
moi'e,  as  I  have  told  you  before,  I  don’t  want  him  dis- 
cliargcfl.  h  on  will  have  to  try  and. get  along  with  him. 
Don  t  ask  it  again.” 

Meanwhile  the  hands  were  making  bets  among  them¬ 


selves  as  to  wladher  or  not  Jack  would  be  able  to  bold 
bis  own. 

There  were  plenty  who  offered  to  bet  that  he  would,  and 
few  ready  to  take  them  uji. 

Katy  was  getting  her  things  together,  sobbing  all  the 
while. 

“Katy,”  said  Jack,  coming  up  to  her  and  speaking  in  a 
low  tone,  “I  am  sorry  for  this.” 

“I  wouldn’t  care  if  it  wasn’t  for  my  poor  mother  and 
my  sick  sister,”  replied  Katy.  “The  rent  is  due  and  we 
shall  be  put  off  the  corporation.  Oh,  Jack,  I  don’t  know 
what  we  shall  do.” 

“I  do,”  replied  Jack,  feelingly.  “You  shan't  go,  Katy.” 

“But  how  can  you  help  it,  Jack?  A'ou  know  what  Mr. 
Burton  is.  He  never  gives  up.  Oh,  I  wish  I  had  not  aii- 
swered  him  the  way  I  did.” 

“Miss  Kidd  !  Wanted  in  the  office  !”  called  a  boy  coming 
into  the  room. 

It  was  Frank  Long,  the  office  boy,  and  poor  Katy  felt 
that  her  fate  was  sealed. 

“In  a  moment,  Frank  !”  said  Jack.  He  took  off  his  apron 
and  put  on  his  coat,  collar  and  tie. 

“Kow,  Katy,  Ell  go  with  you,”  he  said,  “Remember 
what  I  say,  you  are  not  going  to  be  discharged,”  ■ 

The  hands  on  the  job  did  not  hear  all  this,  but  they 
knew  that  Jack  was  going  to  the  office  unsummoned  to  help 
Katy  in  the  struggle  for  her  place. 

“Three  cheers  for  Jack  Ashmore!”  shouted  Fred  Farlevy 
as  Jack  walked  through  the  long  room  at  Katy’s  side. 

The  cheer  which  went  up  then  was  a  rouser;  it  was 
given  three  times  and  then  three  times  more. 

If  encouraged  Jack  in  the  performance  of  the  noble 
plan  which  he  had  undertaken  to  carry  out,  but  it  was  gall 
and  wormwood  to 'Mr.  Burton,  who  heard  it  through  the 
office  door. 


CHAPTER  II. 

BRANDED  AS  A  TTITEF. 

Xow,  Mr.  Bart  Burton  was  not  always  as  noisy  and  sav¬ 
age  as  we  have  .seen  him  in  the  incident  just  related. 

There  were  times  when  he  could  be  (-oolly  sarcastic,  al¬ 
though  not  a  bit  the  less  vindictive,  and  this  was  the  mood 
in  which  Jack  and  Katy  found  him  when  ibey  reached  the 
office  and  wmlked  in. 

“Mr.  x4shmore,  why  do  you  leave  your  work,  sir?"  de¬ 
manded  tlie  superintendent,  coming  out  from  behind  his 
desk. 

He  was  counting  money  at  the  time  and  had  a  large  roll 
of  bills  in  his  hand. 

His  voice  Avas  Ioav  and  his  manner  calm  enough,  but  there 
was  a  wicked  look  in  his  eyes. 

“I  have  come  here  to  make  you  a  proposition,  Mr.  Bur¬ 
ton,”  re])lied  Jack.  “Have  you  tele])honed  Boston  a1)out 
me  yet  ?" 

“1  deny  your  right  to  ask  me  any  questions,  young  man." 
replied  Buiton;  “7ieverthelcss  1  propose  to  treat  you  like  a 
gentleman,  just  to  show  you  how  one  should  act.  There¬ 
fore,  1  will  ansAver.  1  have  tele])hoiuHl  Boston  if  you  Avant 
to  knoAV.’’ 


(To  be  coittinued) 
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TIMELY  TOPICS 


In  Siam  the  natives  smoke  (’igarettes  made  of  homo- 
grown  tobacco  wrapped  in  dried  banana  leaves  or  in  the 
]H»tals  of  the  royal  lotns  Hower.  In  the  latter  form  they 
are  most  delicious,  according  to  Carl  C.  Hanson,  United 
States  consul  at  Bangkok. 

The  two-year-old  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Jordan,  near 
Anderson,  Ind.,  is  threatened  with  lockjaw  as  the  result  of 
being  attacked  by  a  rooster  which  spurred  him  through  the 
cheek  and  nose.  Antitoxin  has  been  administered,  but  the 
child's  recovery  is  doubtful. 

Speaker  Champ  Clark  is  planning  to  have  motion  pic¬ 
tures  taken  of  the  wedding  of  his  daughter  Genevieve,  but 
not  for  exhibition  purposes.  He  Avill  purchase  the  film 
and  lay  it  aAvay  in  his  library,  and  whenever  he  wants  to 
^  see  the  nuptial  scene  again  he  can  run  it  off  on  a  screen 
i  in  his  home. 

6.  _ 

r  % 

I  A  big  sugar  pine  log  scaling  6,000  feet  will  be  brought 
in  from  the  woods.  The  tree  was  cut  last  fall,  but  the  butt 
•  cut  was  not  hauled  to  the  railroad,  it  being  left  in  the 
Avoods  to  dry,  as  it  Avould  no  doubt  have  broken  doAvn  the 
chutes  Avhen  green  and  heavy.  This  is  the  largest  sugar 
>  pine  log  cut  in  the  Kam^ey  Bar  country,  California,  and 
comes  from  Camp  Xo.  2. 


Many  foreigners  are  engaged  by  the  Chinese  Government 
in  its  various  departments,  either  in  the  customs,  raihvays, 
postoffices  or  other  branches.'  According  to  the  latest  in- 
i  formation  the  total  is  3,9iS  persons,  Avhose  nationalities 
f  are  as  folloAA's :  British,  1,105;  French,  1,0().3;  German, 
'»  533;  Bussian,  463;  American,  174;  Japanese,  207;  Italian, 

75  :  Austrian,  59  ;  Belgian,  171 ;  others,  158. 

f  •  - 

!  Because  he  imitated  a  hoot  oavI,  Frank  Tily,  of  Buhl, 
L  fAlinn..  is  shy  one  cat.  It  Avas  a  prize  Angora,  too.  Tily 

Z.  went  out  on  the  porch  of  his  farm  home  to  exercise  his 

L  lungs.  For  ten  rninutes  he  hooted.  Then  he  re-entered 

^  the  house.  A  fcAv  minutes  later  he  heard  an  agonized 

‘"meow’’  of  a  cat,  following  a  terrific  crash.  He  reached 
the  veranda  in  time  to  see  an  oaaJ,  attracted  by  his  hooting, 
\  making  aAvav  with  the  cat. 

i  ^ 

^  - 

Samuel  G.  Walker,  one  of  the  Avealthiest  liquor  men  in 

Southern  West  Virginia,  has  made  a  jiroposition  to  the 
State  Government  to  pay  the  Stale  debt  of  -$12,393,929.50, 
L  Avith  interest,  in  the  next  ten  years,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  .-et  aside  $5OO,0ri0  each  year  to  be  used  by  the  State 
'  in  |H'rnianent  improvements,  if  he  can  have  the  sole  privi- 

#  j^'go  of  selling  liquor  in  "West  Virginia,  He  says  he  Avill  file 

^  a  Wid  of  -S-2,000,000  immediately  guarantcering  the  faith- 

J  fiji  carrying  out  of  his  contract.  The  State  debt  he  offers 

^  f'?  a^'urne  had  been  a  matter  of  dispute  between  this  State 

■  ■,  o|0  \'jr;rinia  for  many  years,  but  tbe  United  States 

erne  (  ourt  recently  dei'ided  that  West  Virginia  must 

jt. 


Paper  so  tough  and  light  and  im))ervious  that  it  is 
likely  to  displace  tinfoil  in  many  of  its  common  uses  is 
jiOAV  being  manufactured.  It  is  similar  to  aidificial  silk 
and  is  made  in  much  the  same  Avay.  Its  manufacture  de¬ 
pends  upon  the  fact  that  any  form  of  cellulose  treated  Avith 
caustic  soda  and  carbon  disulphide  takes  on  the  brilliant 
luster  of  silk.  The  same  viscous  substance,  which  is  made' 
into  threads  for  artificial  ^ilk,  can  noAv,  by  a  neAv  process, 
be  rolled  into  extremely  thin  sheets  like  paper.  They  arc 
so  extremely  thin  that  1,270  sheets,  pressed  tightly  to¬ 
gether,  make  a  pile  only  one  inch  thick.  The  sheets  are 
colorless,  insoluble  in  Avater  or  alcohol,  unaffected  by  boil¬ 
ing  water,  and  able  to  stand  a  temperature  of  248  deg.  F. 
The  paper  is  impermeable  by  AAnter,  oils  and  gases,  and 
will  not  burn  or  explode.  It  can  be  softened  and  molded 
into  cups  or  vessels  of  any  shape.  When  ordinary  paper  is 
coated  ,  on  both  sides  Avith  thin  films  of  this  material  it 
becombs  a  good  substitute  for  tin  and  other  metal  foils,  be¬ 
cause  it  is  light,  clean  and  free  from  oxidation. 

The  Dalles-Celilo  Canal  permit  A'essels  7^  go  500 
miles  further  up  the  Columbia  EiAer  and  brings  into  di¬ 
rect  communication  Avith  all  parts  of  the  Avorld  an  area"of 
250,000  square  miles  in  the  interior  of  Idaho,  AVashington, 
Oregon  and  British  Columbia.  The  canal  is  five  miles 
Jong  and  cost  a  million  dollars  a  mile.  The  opening  of  the 
canal,  says  The  Xation’s  Business  (Washington),  is  of  as 
much  significance  to  the  XorthAA^est  “as  is  the  Panama 
Canal  to  the  United  States  as  a  AAdiole.’’  .And  the  Spokane 
Spokesman-EevieAv  declares  that  “'from  an  engineering 
standpoint  the  finished  canal  is  an  achievement  of  the 
construction  department  of  the  United  States  armV  second 
only  to  Avhat  has  been  accomplished  at  Panama.”  The 
neAv  waterAvay  parallels  the  Columbia  Eiver  for  eight  and  a 
half  miles  on  the  southern  or  Oregon  side.  For  half  its 
length  it  is  cut  through  solid  rock.  It  is  lined  Avith  con¬ 
crete  AA'here  cut  tbinugh  sand  and  gravel.  There  are  fiA'e 
locks,  the  (Iiief  ones  at  Big  Eddy,  Avhich  OAcrcome  the  rise 
of  ninety  feet  in  the  level  of  the  river.  The  canal  has  a 
minimum  depth  of  eight  feet  and  Avill  be  used  largely  by 
steamers  of  the  .stern-Avheel  type.  Work  began  in  1908  and 
the  total  cost  is  put  at  -$4,850,000.  The  Indianapolis  Xcaa^s 
tells  us  that  this  canal  “makes  possible  the  navigation  of 
about  2,136  miles  of  Avater.  It  makes  unnecessary  the 
costly  transshipment  of  the  old  days,  and  reduces  the 
freight  rate  on  Avheat  from  the  W'alla  Walla  district  to 
tidewater  from  -$2.75  to  $1.25  a  ton.  The  completion  of 
the  canal  has  been  aecompanierl  by  a  wave  of  enthusiasm 
in  the  construction  of  good  roads.  'Fhe  many  prosperous 
toAvns  along  the  Avater  route  are  building  Avarehouses  and 
deepening  channels.  Ft  is  expected  that  tbe  opening  of  a 
through  AvaterAvay  to  tbe  sea  Avill  be  folloAved  by  a  remark¬ 
able  expansion  in  the  Inland  Empire.  It  means  much  to 
the  XortliAA'est  to  [jlace  a  city  so  far  inland  as  Lewiston, 
Idaho.  ])rac1ically  on  tbe  seaboard.  Of  course,  deej)  sea 
sicamers  cannot  penetrate  as  far  as  i.(Cwiston,  but  a  rich 
•  river  trade  is  assured.” 
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BRIEF  BUT  POINTED  ITEMS 

A  dog-tailed  chicken  arrived  the  other  day  at  .the  poultry 
vard  of  John  Lautenbacly  of  520  Spring  street,  E!izal)eth, 
X.  J.  It  arrived  in  a  batch  of  normal  chickens  and  ap¬ 
pears  to  be  as  healthy  as  any  of  them.  It  is  equipped 
with  the  usual  head  and  body  but  has  four  leg's  and  a 
curly  tail  similar  to  that  of  a  French  poodle.  It  is  a 
deep-black  in  color. 


In  the  dome  of  Oregon's  Capitol,  from  Avldch  the  farm 
of  the  bridegroom  in  Polk  County  m.ay  be  seen.  Miss 
Violet  Brown  and  Daniel  X.  Foster  were  married  tlie  other 
day.  It  was  the  bride's  wish  that  the  ceremony  be  per¬ 
formed  in  the  novel  place.  She  said  she  wanted  to  be 
where  she  could  see  her  future  home  as  she  became  the 
wife  of  Mr.  Foster. 


plentiful  in  the  Xorth  Concho  Fiver  that  manv  have  been 
caught  with  bare  hands.  In  catching  a  large  catfish  weigh¬ 
ing  nearly  forty-five  pounds  D.  B.  McCaulley  had  one  of 
his  hands  badly  injured.  He  placed  his  hand  in  the  fish's 
mouth  with  the  result  that  the  hand  was  crushed  and 
chewed.  Fear  of  blood  poisoning  is  now  worrving  Mr. 
McCaulley. 


A  wild  deer  was  arrested  in  a  Stamford,  Conn.,  saloon 
for  disorderly  conduct,  ^hvo  deer  gamboling  in  a  park  here 
were  frightened  by  the  early  morning  traffic.  One  went 
back  to  the  woods;  the  other  sped  through  the  streets  until 
it  es})ied  the  swinging  door  of  a  saloon  on  which  a  large 
glass  of  beer  was  painted.  The  deer  dashed  into  the  saloon, 
scared  the  bartender  half  to  death,  and  broke,  much  bot¬ 
tled  goods  and  furniture  before  it  was  captured  and  bound. 
Then  the  police  were  called,  and  a  sergeant  took  the  deer 

in  the  jag  wagon  to  a  woods  on  the  edge  of  the  citv  and 
liberated  it. 


The  striking  force  of  the  SavIss  army  consists  of  about 
.300,000  men,  divided  into  the  Elite  (20  to  32  years),  the 
Landwehr  (33-10)  and  the  Eaiidstunn  (.pi-is),  which 
number,  re.spectively,  117,530,  luS.nil  and  68,(10(1  men: 
the  supplementary  services  (men  of  from  twenty  to  forty- 


eight),  Avho  for  various  reasons  are  not  ‘‘bons  ])our 
service,”  number  205,000,  and  the  grand  total  of  the 
whole  army  is  just  short  of  half  a  million,  or  one-eighth 
of  the  eJitire  population.  The  longest  periods  of  traoiing 
arc  tlic  recruits'  courses  which  every  man  goes  through 
•in  his  first  year  of  service — sixty-five  days  for  the  in¬ 
fantry,  seventy-five  for  the  artillery  and  ninety  for  the 
cavalry — besides  which  there  are  compulsory  courses  in 
shootijig.  The  Elite,  that  is  to  say,  the  younger  men, 
do  seven  other  annual  trainings  of  eleven  days  each 
(fourteen  days  in  the  artillery)  before  passing  into  the 
LandAvehr,  Avhen  they  are  called  out  for  eleven  days  every 
four  years:  the  Land.Hurm  are  only  called  up  in  time 
of  Avar.  Every  Avould-be  officer  sffirts  as  a  private  Avith 
the  ordinary  recruits’  course,  and  promotion  to  the  com¬ 
missioned  and  non-commissioned  ranks  is  by  merit  and 
not  by  seniority,  except  that  it  is  conditional  on  four 
years’  seiwice  in  each  rank.  All  through  the  army  both 
officers  and  men  do  a  large  amount  of  extra  voluntary 
AA'ork.  There  are  no  generals  in  the  SA.viss  army  except 
in  time  of  Avar. 

- ft  «  ■  IW  >  i - - 

JOKES  AND  JESTS 

She — And  did  you  ever  propose  to  a  girl  in  a  canoe? 
He — Yes,  and  I’ll  ne\^er  do  it  again.  The  girl  jumped 
at  my  proposal  and  upset  the  boat. 


Molly — When  you  spoke  to  jiajja,  did  you  tell  him  you'd 
got  fifty  pounds  in  the  bank?  George — Yes,  darling. 
Ylolly — And  Avhat  did  he  say  ?  George — He  borroAved  it ! 

.  First  ITrehin — Say,  (’himmie,  AA'ot's  dis  strategy  t'ing 
dey  talk  about?  Second  Urchin — Well,  it’s  like  dis:  Sup¬ 
posin’  yer  run  out  of  amminition  an’  yer  don't  Avant  de 

on  firin’. 


Judge — Do  you  solemnly  SAvear  to  tell  the  truth,  the 
AA-'hole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth?  Witness — I  do. 
Judge  Y  hat  is  your  occupation?  V  itness — I  am  em¬ 
ployed  in  the  V\  eather  Bureau.  Judge — Y’ou  are  excused. 

“XoAV,”  said  the  Sunday-school  teacher,  in  her  most 
winning  tones,  'Svhich  little  boy  can  tell  us  about  the  still 
small  A'oice  that  is  Avithin  us?''  '•'•Flease'iii,"  said  the 
freckled  boy  at  the  end  of  the  seat,  “my  uncle  has  one.” 
“Has  he?”  “Y'es'ni.  He's  a  ventriloquist." 


There  Avas  an  Irishman  Avho  lined  up  his  family  of  seven 
gigantic  sons,  and  invited  his  caller  to  look  at  them. 
“Ain’t  they  the  fine  boys?"  inquired  the  father.  “They 
are,"  agreed  the  visitor.  “The  finest  in  the  Avorld  !"  ex¬ 
claimed  the  father.  “And  1  jiivA'er  laid  violent  hands  on 
any  of  them  except  in  self-defense.'’ 


“There  is  a  fide  in  the  affairs  of  men.”  said  the  man 
who  habitu.ally  quotes  Shakes]ieare,  “Avhich.  taken  at  its 
flood,  leads  on  to  fortune.”  “Yes."  rp|died  the  man  who 
had  married  an  heiress,  "T  remember  the  tiilo  that  led  to 
inv  fortune  aa'cII.”  “What  tide  Avas  that?"  “It  A\as  even¬ 
tide,  and  AA'e  were  sitting  in  the  garden," 


Hamit  K.  Wolft,  President 
Rot  L.  McCabdbm.,  'V(ce-Pre!'M©nl 
N.  TlASTmos  WOLFF,  ’TreeKtirer 
Charles  E.  NTLAsrER,  Secretary 


Fine  catfish  are  now  about  the  cheapest  thing  to  be  had 
in  San  Angelo,  Texas,  in  the  way  of  meat.  The  fish  are  so' 


enemy  ter  know  it,  den  it's  strategy  ter  keep 
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A  TKKLIHLE  WOMAX. 


Ky  raul  Hraddon 

^“Wanted. — Td  a  widowers  family,  a  position  as  house¬ 
keeper.  Address  W'idow,  Herald  OHiee." 

This  partieular  advertisement  fell  under  the  notice  of 
Mr.  H  iram  Goodwin  as  he  sat  at  breakfast  one  nioi'iiin^. 

He  was  a  widower,  and  had  but  one  child,  a  daughter, 
wlio  ostensibly  had  charge  of  the  house. 

But  Laura  Goodwin  was  a  bright  and  gay  little  thing, 
not  yet  out  of  lier  teens,  and  thinkijig  more  of  society  than 
of  housekeeping.  The  muffins  on  this  particular  morning 
had  been  heavy  as  lead,  and  Mr.  Goodwin  had  spoken  of 
the  fact. 

‘‘But  how  can  I  help  their  being  heavy,  papa  ?”  said 
Laura.  “T  tell  the  servant  what  to  get  for  the  meals,  and 
if  she  doesii't  do  it  right  how  can  I  help  it?”  in  a  pitiful 
tone. 

“But  vou  should  see  that  it  is  done  right,”  he  had  re- 
plied. 

“But,  papa,  I  don’t  know  how  to  do  these  things  myself, 
Xow,  if  T  knew  how  to  make  muffins,  and  she  made  them 
heavy,  I’d  show  her  my  way.” 

“But  why  don't  you  learn?” 

“Who  will  teach  me  ?” 

“Here  the  discussion  closed,  and  Mr.  Goodwin  began  to 
read  as  he  drank  his  muddy  coffee. 

Suddenly  he  looked  up. 

“Laura !” 

“Yes,”  giving  attention;  and  then  lie  read  the  advertise- 
ment. 

“I'm  going  to  answer  it,'"  he  said,  as  he  finished. 

“Oh.  papa,  can’t  you  see  through  that  advertisement?  It 
is  written  by  some  designing  woman,  who  wants  to  get 
married.” 

“I’shaw!  I’m  going  to  answer  it.  As  for  my  heart,  I’ll 
take  care  of  tliat  if  you  will  take  care  of  yours.  Besides, 
it  will  relieve  t'ou  from  the  necessity  of  learning  how  to 
cook.” 

And  Mr.  Goodwin  answered  the  advertisement,  and  ap¬ 
pointed  an  hour  at  which  “Widov/”  was  to  call.  Bunc- 
.  tually  to  the  very  minute  the  doorbell  rang. 

►  “On  time,”  said  Mr.  Goodwin,  glancing  at  his  watch. 
“That's  a  good  trait.” 

“Mr.  Goodwin,  I  presume?’’  said  a  voice,  as  its  owner 
j  entered  the  parlor. 

!  She  was  a  woman  of  medium  height,  nearly  forty  yeai’s 

of  age,  face  smooth  and  unwrinkled,  and  hair  brushed 
smootlily  back  off  her  forehead,  and  coiled  gracefully  at 
the  back  of  her  head.  She  was  dressed  quite  ])lainly.  yet 
>erv  neailv’.  and  altogether  produced  a  very  favorable  im- 
pn--'ion  o);  Mr.  tloodwin.  In  less  than  ten  minutes  they 
arrived  at  a  perfeef  understanding. 

I  ".^he  i‘  a  fleiu-ed  ni('e  woman,"  .Mr.  Goodwin  fold  Iiim- 
sdf.  “I  t!iii:l.  I  have  found  a  tieusure.  'J’here'.s  only  one 
tt.i'i'i  1  don't  aliogetlu-r  like  ahoiil  her,  and  that  is  the 
<  \  -  Uin  of  IxM'  ever.,” 

'i  reftiaik  would  I'ave  been  made  by  most  observant 

oo!t<  had  l)i</v  -een  Mr.r,  Smiley.  H<*r  eyes  were  a  dai'k- 
a/id  g<merally  hurd-h><;king  us  adamant. 
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The  next  morning  IMrs.  Smiley  came. 

“You  have  attended  to  my  references,  I  suppose?”  she 
said. 

“’i'c.s — that  i.s,  your  references  are  all  right,"  was  the 
reply. 

A  smile  wreathed  Mrs.  Smiley’s  thin  lips  as  she  went  up 
the  stairs  to  the  room  assigned  to-  her  use. 

“The  old  fool  has  never  made  an  inquiry  about  me.  IVell, 
so  mucli  the  hotter. 

A  shoi't  while  later  .she  came  downstairs,  dressed  plainly, 
and  wearing  a  pretty  gingham  apron. 

“This  my  daughter,  Mrs.  Smiley,”  said  Mr.  Goodwin, 
introdiu'iiig  the  new  housekeeper  to  Laura.  “There  will  be 
no  need  of  your  coming  into  conflict.  Laurq  understands 
that  you  have  charge  of  .the  house;  still,  any  suggestions 
she  may  have  to  make,  will,  I  trust,  meet  with  your  ap¬ 
proval.” 

“They  surely  will,”  vs’as  the  reply.  “And  now.  Miss 
Laura,  I  suppose  you  will  show  me  over  the  house  and  in-- 
troduce  me  to  tile  servants?” 

“With  pleasure,”  and  Laura  led  the  way  from  the  parlor. 

Mrs.  Smilev  had  been  an  inmate  of  Mr.  Goodwin’s  house 
for-' over  a  month,  and  that  gentleman  was  firm  in  the  con¬ 
viction  that  he  had  found  a  treasure  of  a  housekeeper. 

The  meals  were  alwavs  on  time,  .evervthing  about  the 
house  went  on  smoothlv,  muffins  were  alwavs  light,  the 
coffee  never  muddy.  Unconsciously  to  himself,  the  widow 
was  .shrewdly  .taking  advantage  of  his  disposition  toward 
herself,  and  was  gradually  worming  herself  into  his  conr 
fidence. 

Mr.  Goodwin’s  wealth  was  com,puted  at  a  million  of  dol¬ 
lars,  and  he  lived  in  a  style  to  accord  with  this. 

'  Many  a  time  had  Mrs.  Smiley’s  eyes  glittered  as  she 
.scanned  the  solid  silverware  and  gold-lined  cups  and  spoons. 
But  That  she  saw  only  a  portion  of  the  plate,  .she  knew. 

In  the  library  was  a  large  safe,  the  combination  of  which 
was  alone  known  to  ]\Ir.  Goodwin.  Into  this  the  plate  was 
put  at  niglit  and  locked  up.  In  the  inorning  after  Mr. 
Goodwin  opened  the  safe,  Laura  would  pass  out  such  silver 
as  she  wished  used  that  day. 

That  night  Mrs.  Sniiley  presented  lierself  at  the  library 
door  over  an  liour  after  the  safe  bad  been  locked, 

“I’m  sorry  to  trouble  you,”  she  said,  “but  one  of  the 
.servants  was  so  careless  as  to  have  kept  this  piece  of  silver, 
and  I  did  not  notice  its  absence.” 

“That  is  all  right,”  was  Mr.  Goodwin’s  re])ly,  and  he  be¬ 
gan  to  unlock  the  safe,  while  Mrs.  Smiley,  with  hawk-liko 
eyes,  watched  him  turn  the  knob  of  the  combination  lock. 

Suddenly  Mr.  Goodwin  paused. 

“By  the  way,  Mrs.  Smiley,  I  believe  I’ll  entrust  yon 
with  the  combination.  Silver  has  been  left  out  accidental! v 
before  this.  It  might  happen  again  when  I  am  not  at 
home.” 

“But,  sir,  rcallv,  do  yon  thinlv  it  proper  that  I  shonhl 
know  the  combination?”  with  dilficultv  concealing  tlie  iov 
she  fell. 

“I  sliouldii't  trust  you  with  it  if  I  didn't  think  it 
pi'oper,"  and  tlien  he  explained  the  combination  to  her. 

Having  fastened  the  numbers  in  her  memory,  Mrs. 
Sniiley  withdrew.  Her  face  was  lighted  with  an  evil, 
ti’iumjihant  expression. 

When  the  house  was  wrapped  in  the  silence  of  the  night 
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a  woman's  fnruro  stole  throiigli  the  halls  and  entered  the 
'library. 

It  was  Mrs.  Smiley, 

She  knelt  before  the  safe  and  tried  the  eombination. 

She  had  not  forgotten  it,  and  in  two  minutes  she  swung 
opeii  the  heavy  doors. 

Ey  the  aid  of  tlie  low-burning  gas-jet  she  went  over  the, 
]>ne  of  massive  old  silverwai'e  pieee  by  piece,  noting  each 
down' on  a  slip  of  paper,  together  with  its  probable  weight. 

In  the  upper  part  of  th.e  safe  were  two  compartments 
locked  by  keys. 

She  had  once  witnessed  Laura,  all  dressed  for  an  evening 
reception,  wearing  a  magnificent  tiara  of  diamonds  in  her 
hair.  , 

From  her  pocket  she  took  a  bit  of  wax,  and  with  it  ob¬ 
tained  an  impression  of  the  keyhole  to  each  of  these  com- 
])artment3.  .  . 

Then  she  closed  the  safe  and  went  softly  back  to  her  own 
room. 

The  following  afternoon  a  deeply-veiled  woman  might 
have  been  seen  threading  her  way  through  one  of  the  lowest 
and  worst  quarters  of  the  city. 

Turning  suddenly  aside  she  speedily  disappeared  into  a 
low  liquor  saloon. 

“Is  Bill  here?”  she  asked  the  bartender. 

“Downstairs,”  was  the  brief  reply. 

■  Entering  a  back  room  she  pa.ssed  through  a  door  leading 
into  a  dark  and  noisome  cella]',  a  rendezvous  and  hiding- 
place  of  a  gang  of  the  most  reckless  and  desperate  thieves 
iuid  burglars  and  cutthroats  who  ever  cursed  New  York 
by  their  presence. 

“Hello,  old  gal.  I  thought  you'd  forgotten  all  about 
us,”  was  the  salutation  of  a  rough-looking  individual  who 
arose  from  a  table  at  which  lie  had  been  playing  cards,  and 
came  forward  to  meet  her. 

“No,  Tve  not  forgotten  you.” 

“And  how’s  the  widower?”  with  a  harsh' laugh. 

Mrs.  Smiley  joined  in  the  laugh. 

“Did  vou  mash  him  ?”  inquired  Bill. 

,“Yes.”  ' 

,  “Is  the  job  going  to  pay  ?” 

“Yes,  big,”  and  then  she  told  him  of  the  silverware  and 
tlie  diamonds. 

...“Y^ou’ve  got  an  impression  of  the  keyholes  in  the  safe?’’ 

;.“Y"es,  here  they  are,”  was  the  reply.  “When  can  I  have 
tlje  keys?” 

'  “In  three  days.” 

And  three  days  later  Mrs.  Smiley  obtained  the  keys. 
That  night  she  again  stole  into  the  library  and  opened  the 
safe,  then  unlocked  the  compartments  and  exposed  their 
treasures  to  her  gloating  eyes. 

Then  she  closed  the  doors  and  prepared  to  return  to  her 
own  room. 

As  she  rea(;hed  the  door  she  was  startled  by  coming  into 
contact  with  Laura  Goodwin. 

The  young  lady  glanced  sharply  at  her,  and,  Mrs.  Smiley 
thought,  suspiciously. 

“What  are  you  doing  down  here?”  asked  Laura. 

“I  thought  I  heard  somebody  stirring,  and  was  alarmed 
for  the  safety  of  the  house,”  she  answered.  “I  was  mis¬ 
taken,  though,  and  shall  at  once  return  to  my  room.” 

From  that  hour  Laura  Goodwin  distrusted  Mrs.  Smiley. 


I  It  wus  an  evening  several  weeks  subsequent  to  the  second 
visit  of  Mrs.  Smiley  to  the  cellar. 

About  ten  o’clock  she  went  into  tlie  kitchen,  carrying 
concealed  in  her  hand  a  tiny  vial.  One  of  the  girls  had 
made  a  pitcher  of  lemonade,  and  into  this  she  managed  to 
slip  a  few  drops  from  the  vial  without  being  detected. 

'riiere  was  a  cup  of  (;otfee  to  be  carried  up  to  Mr.  Good¬ 
win. 

Into  this  just  one  tiny  drop  was  put. 

Then  upstairs  she  went,  and  into  Laura’s  room.  On  her 
dressing-table  was  a  o-lass  of  win.  Into  this  Mrs.  Smiley 
dumped  all  the  liquid  remaining  in  the  little  vial. 

“Foi’  the  others  only  sound  slumber — for  you — blame 
you  ! — the  sleep  of  deatli !”  she  hissed  between  her  clenched 
teeth.  “You  thinlv  I  have  been  blind — have  not  noticed 
that  you  are  watching  me — spying  on  me — have  attempted 
to  poison  your  father’s  mind  against  me.  Blame  you! — I 
heard  you  one  day  call  me  a  terrible  woman,  and  a  terrible 
woman  I  am  where  I  hate.” 

She  -softly  left  the  room,  and  went  to  her  own,  her  eyes 
gleamijig,  her  breath  suppressed.  Her  plans  were  all  com¬ 
plete.  That  night  the  blow  would  be  struck. 

“i  must  go  down  again,’’  she  said  to  herself,  and  smooth- 
ijig  down  her  face,,  she  descended  to  the  library. 

She  attended  to  closing  up  the  lower  floor  of  the  house. 
The  seiaants  were  yawning  and  frightfully  stupid-looking. 

“You  can  all  go  to  bed,’’  she  said,  and  they  went  up¬ 
stairs,  followed  l)y  her.  She  was  just  turning  into  the  li¬ 
brary  when  there  came  a  ring  at  the  doorbell.  One  of  the 
servants  went  to  the  door,  and  ]\lrs.  Smiley  paled  as  she 
hea.rd : 

“1  must  see  Yfr.  Goodwin,  and  at  once.  Y'ou  need  not 
announce  me.  I  see  a  light  in  yonder  roojii ;  I  shall  prob¬ 
ably  find  him  there.” 

“Whr.  are  you,  sir,  who  intrudes  in  this  manner?"  de¬ 
manded  Mr.  Goodwin,  in  a  half-angry  tone. 

“1  will  tell  you,  sir;  I  am  a  detective!"  with  a  stern - 
glance  at  Mrs.  Smiley,  who  started  back  with  a  low  erv 
of  despair. 

“A  detective!  And  what  is  t'our  business  here?’’ 

“d’o  save  your  lives,  to  save  you  from  the  most  terrible 
woman  who  ever  drew  the  breath  of  life — Murdering  Moll 
yonder,  the  wife  of  Chain-gang  Bill.  She  entered  your 
house  to  murde]'  and  rob  you.  And  to-night  is  the  time 
set  for  her  work.  Y^our  daughter  has  suspected  her,  and 
this  woman  intends  to  poison  her.  Perhaps  already  your 
daughter  has  drunk  the  poisoned  draught.” 

“Goodness  gracious !”  moaned  Mr.  Goodwin,  and  spring¬ 
ing  into  the  hall  he  called  aloud  :  “Laura — Laura  !" 

Hut  no  answering  call  came  back.  Upstairs  he  dashed. 

Laura  lay  across  her  bed,  pale  and  death-like.  He  rushed 
Into  the  quarters  of  the  servants,  but  they  were  soundly 
sleeping  under  the  influence  of  the  drug,  and  he  himseff 
dashed  from  the  house,  bare-headed,  in  quest  of  a  doctor. 

Laura’s  life  was  barely  saved. 

About  one  o  clock  Bill  and  his  gang  put  in  a.n  appear¬ 
ance  and  were  all  captured.  It  transpired  that  a  man 
who  was  to  have  taken  part  in  the  affair  had  been  stricken 
down  to  death’s  door  by  an  accident,  and  before  bivatliiug 
his  last  had  revealed  the  awful  crime  worked  up  by  this 
terrible  woman. 
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T.ato  by  experts  in  the  employ  of  the  Ttus- 

sian  (Jovernmeni  has  demonstrated  that  the  siirfaee  level 
of  the  t'aspian  Sea  is  continually  sinking,  until  now  it  is 
beginning  to  interfere  with  navigation.  The  cause  of  this 
phenomenon  is  traced  to  the  diminishing  inflow  of  water 
from  the  rivers  tributary  to  the  Caspian,  especially  the 
Volga,  so  that  the  evaporation  from  the  large  surface, 
more  than  169,300  square  miles,  is  greater  than  the  influx 
of  river  water.  A  comprehensive  study  of  the  matter  is 
being  made  by  scientists. 

Dr.  J.  H.  Downing  .several  months  ago  made  a  trip  to 
Gras.sella  in  his  auto,  and  on  returning  caught  a  .small  calf 
on  the  front  gear  of  his  machine  and  brought  it  to  Besse¬ 
mer,  Ala.,  a  distance  of  about  four  miles.  He  did  not  know 
that  the  calf  was  there  until  he  stopped  the  machine  in 
front  of  the  Pegram-Patton  drug  .store  in  this  city.  The 
other  Sunday  Dr.  Downing  had  a  call  to  West  End,  which 
is  just  above  Cfrassella,  but  the  neighbors  at  (ira.ssella  got 
wind  of  the  doctor’s  coming  and  not  only  drove  the  calves 
otf  the  public  road,  but  gathered  in  their  chickens  as  well. 

While  using  the  telephone  recently  Thomas  W.  Murphv, 
well-known  harness  horse  driver,  was  severely  shocked  by 
electricity.  His  injury  was  not  serious,  although  he  was 
unconscious  for  a  time,  and  one  side  showed  .symptoms  of 
paralvsis.  l\lr.  Murphy  at  the  time  was  telephoning  to 
Poughkeepsie,  when  lightning  struck  an  adjoining  building 
at  the  Hudson  Piver  Driving  Park  and  he  received  some 
of  tlie  force  of  the  electrical  charge,  knocking  him  about 
ten  feet  away  from  the  instrument.  He  is  able  to  be 
about  again  and  is  said  to  feel  little  the  worse  for  the 
experience. 

A  novel  attraction  in  Michigan  is  the  Indian  orchestra 
at  the  United  States  Indian  School  at  Mount  Pleasant, 
Mich.  It  is  composed  of  seventeen  members,  representing 
the  Chippewa,  Ottawa  and  Pottawatomie  tribes,  §nd  all 
are  Michigan  Indians.  The  orchestra  gives  frequent  con¬ 
certs  and  plays  for  various  entertainments  and  parties  at 
the  school.  Open  air  concerts  are  given  Sunday  after¬ 
noons  during  the  summer  and  furnish  much  pleasure  to 
the  .school  pupils.  Many  times  the  musicians  are  called  to 
Mount  Plea.saut  and  other  nearby  towns  to  assist  in  cele¬ 
brations  of  various  sorts. 


Japan  is  a  country  of  earthquakes,  of  volcanoes  and  of 
riibterranean  activities,  and  abounds  in  hot  springs  which 
are  utilized  as  remedial  agencies  for  all  sorts  of  human 
ailment.'.  J'he  sanitarium  Xabori  Betsu  is  located  on  the 
now  wooded  slopes  of  an  extinct  volcano,  which,  however, 
gi\e4  evidence  of  its  activity  hy  the  outpouring  from 
numeroii.^  hot  .-pring'.  The  haths  connected  witli  this 
ifaniTarium  are  of  the  crudest  construction,  'fhe  hot  wa¬ 
ter  j-  led  Ihroued)  rude  wooden  gutters  over  a  dam  upon  a 
!*jinp!c  jJatforrn  of  plank,  where  the  patients  recline  in 
various  postures,  each  beneath  his  separate  Bjxmt. 


A  Pouter  dispatch  from  Amsterdam  says  word  has  been 
received  there  that  a  (Termaii  submarine  which  left  Eruden 
for  the  .\ortli  Sea  sank  recently  near  the  island  of  Borkum 
after  a  severe  explosion,  the  cause  of  which  is  not  known. 
The  message  giving  this  report  says  that  the  officer  in 
command  and 'two  members  of  the  crew  who  were  in  tlie 
turret  are  thought  to  have  been  saved.  The  rest  of  the 
crew  were  drowned.  ,A  dispatch  from  Stockholm  says  the 
Netherlands  steamer  Peres,  from  Amsterdam  for  Lulea, 
Sweden,  has  sunk  as  a  result  of  striking  a  mine  near  Soder- 
hamn.  in  the  Gulf  of  Bothnia.  The  crew  was  saved. 


•  Italy  seems  to  hold  the  reconl  of  late  years  for  expensive 
law.  Signor  Antona  Tracerso,  a  merchant  of  Iklilan,  died 
three  years  ago,  leaving  behind  him  a  fortune  of  six  hun¬ 
dred  thousand  pounds,  and  a  will  which  displeased  certain 
of  his  heirs.  They  disputed  it,  and  the  more  they  did 
so  the  more  heirs  canre  to  the  fore.  Eventually  when  the 
case  was  called  for  trial  no  fewer  than  one  hundred  and 
five  lawyers  were  found  to  have  been  briefed  to  repre.sent 
the  various  litigants.  So  great  were  their  expenses  that 
when  all  was  settled  four  hundred  thousand  pounds  w'as 
divided  among  them  in  fees,  wliile  the  heirs  had  to  be  con¬ 
tent  with  the  remaining  two  hundred  thousand  pounds.  '' 

- - 

Tlie  British  Tommy  Atkins  terms  all  sb.ells  ‘‘souvenirs;'” 
These  “souvenirs’’  are,  however,  divided  into  such  classes 
as  “Will-o’-the-wisps,”  “humming  birds,”  “Sighing  Sa¬ 
rahs”  and  “porridge  pots,”  ‘'Woolly  Marias”  are  shells 
that  burst  in  double  puffs  of  white,  woolly  smoke,  “Babr” 
a]id  “mother”  are  types  of  British  guns.  The  Uhlans  are 
known  as  “ewe  lambs.”  Bullets  are  “haricot  beans.”  The 
emergency  ration  is  known  as  the  “imaginary  ration,”  while 
barb  wire  entanglements  are  “fly  traps”  and  “spiders’ 
webs.”  A  battle  is  a  “show,”  Avhile  an  important  battle  is 
a  “picture  show.”  To  be  captured  is  to  be  ‘‘scuttled,”  to 
be  wounded  is  to  be  “washed  out,”  and  to  be  killed  is  to  be 
“put  in  a  bag.” 


Among  tliose  who  have  added  to  the  orchard  acreage  of 
Grass  Valley,  C'al.,  this  spring  is  Miss  Amanda  Austin  at 
Aiiplegate.  Miss  Austin  is  widely  known  in  the  world  of 
sculpture  and  artistic  painting.  The  last  two  years  she 
elected  to  live  on  a  farm  at  Applegate,  where  the  surround¬ 
ings  are  pleasing  to  one  of  her  tastes  and  attachments. 
Her  abode  is  a  large  two-story  frame  house  ou  an  eminence 
near  the  station  and  overlooking  the  orchard  and  pine- 
covered  foothills,  with  the  snow-cap])ed  Sieiras  for  a  back¬ 
ground.  A  more  sightly  s])ot  could  hardly  have  been 
selected.  In  her  chosen  home  M-iss  Austin  has  not  lost 
sight  of  the  practical  side  of  life.  Her  farm  \<  too  large 
to  lie  cared  for  by  one  T)ersnn  alone,  and  wlam  tiie  necessai-y 
help  is  not  to  he  had  she  takes  a  hand  herself.  And  there 
is  no  work  about  the  place  she  cannot  do,  whether  it  be 
setting  out  fruit  or  shingling  the  roof.  Miss  Austin  put! 
out  1,300  young  pear  trees  which,  when  grown,  will  add 
to  the  revenue  as  well  as  the  appearance  of  the  place. 
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:m()ku]\iext  to  mrs.  eddy. 

Aiiiioiinceiiient  of  the  eoiiipletioii  of  plans  for  a  memorial 
monument  to  be*  erected  at  the  grave  of  Mrs.  Mary  Baker 
0.  Eddy,  founder  of  the  Christian  Science  Church,  in 
Mount  Auburn  Cemetery,  Cambridge,  Mass.,  was  made  the 
other  day. 

d'he  niemorial.  designed  by  Egerton  Swartwout  of  New 
York,  will  consist  of  a  circular  open  colonnade  of  eight 
columns,  resting  on  a  l3ase  of  three  steps  and  surrounded 
on  tlie  front  by  a  circular  platform  from  which  a  double 
bight  of  steps  will  lead  to  the  edge  of  a  small  lake.  The 
material  will  be  white  granite,  with  inscriptions  in  \vhite 
bronze.  The  detail  will  be  floral.  • 

A  fund  of  $1  lO-iiOO  has  been  raised  for  the  erection  and 
maintenance  of  the  memorial. 


ESCAPES  ON  EVE  OF  PARDON. 

Just  after  Captain  of  Detectives'  Benjamin  F.  Turner 
had  conferred  with  Prosecutor  Michael  Dunn,  of  Paterson, 
N.  J.,  regarding  a  pardon  for  Frank  Shapino,  burglar,  and 
after  arrangements  had  been  completed  to  ask:  the  Board 
of  Pardons  to  release  Shapino,  the  captain  received  a  tele¬ 
gram  from  the  State  Prison  warden  at  Trenton.  It  read : 

‘“'Frank  Shapino  escaped  from  road  camp  at  Elmer,  N. 
J.  Watch  for  him  in  Passaic.'*’ 

“If  he  had  waited  at  least  another  month  he  probably 
would  have  been  freed,”  Captain  Turner  said.  And  then 
he  notified  the  other  detectives  to  keep  a  close  watch  for  the 
man.  If  caught  he  will  probably  serve  his  full  sentence  of 
fourteen  years. 

Shapino  was  sentenced  in  February,  1912,  with  a  James 
Pinski  They  bad  committed  several  daring  hold-ups  and 
robberies  in  this  city.  A  violin  case  which  Pinski  carried 
with  him  was  found  to  contain  a  complete  set  of  burglars' 
tools  and  considerable  ammunition.  Shapino  confessed  and 
gave  Captain  Turner  information  that  led  to  the  arrest 
of  a  gang  of  safebreakers. 


LIGHTWEIGHT  RACING  BICYCLES  AGAIA^  IN 

VOGUE. 

“It  seems  like  old  times,”  remarked  one  of  the  man¬ 
agers  of  a  large  Chicago  bicycle  house,  as  he  lit  his  after¬ 
lunch  cigar. 

“Why  like  old  times?”  ask  his  friend.  “Is  the  bicycle 
coming  back?” 

“No,  the  bicycle  has  never  been  away — our  sales  have 
been  larger  and  larger  every  year — bicycles  are  as  much  a 
staple  nowadays  as  baby  buggies. 

“My  remark  in  regard  to  old  times  had  reference  to 
the  large  numbers  of  racing  models  that  are  being  or¬ 
dered  this  season.  Indeed,  we  are  way  beliind  with  ship¬ 
ments  on  this  class  of  goods,  and  the  demand  keeps  grow¬ 
ing. 

“.Vll  over  vVmerica,  renewed  interest  in  bicvcle  racin«:>'  is 
being  felt.  Racing  tracks  are  being  built  in  scores  of  cities, 
and  the  ci’owd;!  that  turn  out  to  see  the  events  prove  that 


the  interest  in  this  splendid,  red-blooded  sport  is  not  forced, 
but  entirely  natural  and  spontaneous. 

“An  interesting  development  in  the  trade  this  year,  as 
a  result  of  the  racing  fever,  is  the  general  tendency  to 
swing  away  from  the  heavy  machine,  loaded  with  a  lot  of 
superiiuous  equipment,  back  to  the  old  style,  lightvreight 
machine,  with  all  non-essential  equipment  removed. 

“The  person  interested  in  a  new  bicycle  or  in  new 
equipment  for  the  old  machine  will  secure  a  real  ‘find’  in 
the  new  catalogue  of  the  Mead  Cycle  Company  of  Chicago, 
America’s  largest  producers  of  bicycles.” 

Any  reader  of  this  publication  can  .secure  a  copy  of  the 
book  by  addressing  them  at  Mead  Cycle  Company,  I'ept. 
D  290,  Chicago,  Ilk 


CONTEMl’T  FOR  SHELL  FIRE. 

It  is  astonishing  how  accustomed  human  beings  can  be¬ 
come  to  the  most  frightful  danger — if  onlv  long  familiaritv 
with  it  lias  wonted  them  to  its  perpetual  challenge,  says 
Youth’s  Companion.  Wliat  do  you  think  of  soldiers  lying 
in  the  trenches  at  Landrecies  and  playing  marbles  with 
bullets  from  shrapnel  shells  that  had  burst  around  them? 

iSome  one,  writing  of  a  recent  visit  to  l^ims,  in  France, 
says:  “Our  car  was  saluted  with  shells.  None  of  the  in¬ 
habitants  seemed  disturbed.  Two  girls  ran  laughing  from 
the  spot  where  tlie  first  shell  fell,  and  an  old  man,  smok¬ 
ing  his  pipe  in  a  doorway,  chafied  them  on  their  escape. 
When  tile  second  fell,  a  boy  in  the  neigliborhood.  shod  ,* 
in  soft  felt  slippers,  ran  nimbly  up  a  heap  of  rubbisli  from  I 
a  ruined  house  to  look  at  it.  A  Sister  of  Mercy  did  not  ’■ 
even  turn  her  head  at  the  characteristic  whistling  that  i 
heralded  the  approach  of  another  messenger  of  death.  She 
has  seen  so  many  shells  momentarily  darken  the  air  in  the 
hundred  days'  bombardment !  In  the  doorway  of  the  ho¬ 
tel  three  Avomen  Avere  gathered,  gossiping  and  knitting, 
Avhen  shrapnel  fell  on  the  broad  paved  place  in  front.  The 
Avomen,  scarcely  looking  up,  continued  their  knitting  and 
conversation.” 

At  Christmas  time  tAvo  English  Red  Cross  men  found 
themselves  in  Ypres,  Avith  notliing  to  do.  They  Avere  Avan-  t 
dering  around  the  ruins  of  the  cathedral,  Avhen  one  of  * 
them  came  upon  the  organ.^and  found  it  Avas  undamaged. 
One  of  the  men  began  to  play.  The  first  tune  that  came 
into  his  mind  aaus,  “Oh,  Come,  All  Ye  Faithful.”  and  so, 
Avith  the  noise  of  battle  booming  in  the  distance  and 
destruction  all  around,  the  glad  notes  of  the  hymn  sAvelled 
out  from  the  ruins  of  Ypres  cathedral. 

A  correspondent  Avith  tlie  Belgians  describes  a  Avalk  Avith 
a  veteran  of  that  country  in  the  firing  zone.  “At  every 
whew-eAv-ew  that  came  loo  near  I  dived  for  cover,”  tlie  cor¬ 
respondent  says.  “If  there  was  no  friendly  wall,  or  vehi¬ 
cle,  or  tree  trunk  at  hand,  the  ditch  beside  the  road  was 
always  there.  And  every  time  I  dived,  my  companion 

stood  in  the  middle  of  the  road  and  shook  Avith  laughter _ 

not  unkindly,  but  in  the  utmost  friendliness  and  good  lui- 
mor.  waiting  until  1  rejoined  him  and  we  resumed  our 
walk.” 


ROrr.H  RIDER  DISC  riSTOtS. 

Made  of  nicely  col¬ 
ored  wood  SH  Inches 
long.  The  power  •: 
furnished  by  rubber 
bands.  Ten  discs  of 
cardboard  with  each 
pistol.  Price,  6c.  each, 
postpaid. 

H.  r.  1.AXG.  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

MYSTERIOrS  PLATB  S.IFTER. 

Made  of  fine  rubber, 
with  bulb  on  one  end 
and  Inflator  at  other. 
Place  it  under  a  table 
cover,  under  plate  or 
glass,  and  bulb  is  pressed 
underneath,  object  rises 
mysteriously;  40  ins, 
long.  Price,  iSc.,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHK,  150  >V.  63d  St.,  New  York  City. 


THE  Fix^GER  THROUGH  THE  HAT. 

Having  borrowed  a  hat  from 
your  friend,  push  your  .Inger 
through  the  crown  of  it,  and  It 
is  seen  to  move  about.  Though 
very  amusing  to  others,  the  owner  of  the  hat 
does  not  see  the  Joke,  but  thinks  it  meanness 
to  destroy  his  hat;  yet  when  it  is  returned  it 
«  perfectly  uninjured.  Price,  lOe.  each  by  mall. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  3®  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

THE  FOUNTAIN  RING. 

A  handsome  ring  connected  with’ 
a  rubber  ball  which  is  concealed 
in  the  palm  of  the  hand.  A  gentle 
squeeze  forces  water  or  cologne  in 
the  face  of  the  victim  while  he  la 
examining  it.  The  ball  can  be  In- 
Istantly  filled  by  immersing  ring  in 
water  same  as  a  fountain  pen  filler. 
Price  by  mail,  postpaid,  12c.  each. 
H.  1.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

MAGIC  MIRROR. 

Fat  and  lean  funny  faces.  By 
looking  in  these  mirrors  upright 
your  features  become  narrow  and 
elongated.  Leok  Into  it  sidewise 
and  your  phiz  broadens  out  in 
the  most  comical  manner.  Size 
3\sx214  Inches,  in  a  handsome  imi* 
tction  morocco  case. 

Price,  16c.  each,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  2®  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

SHOOTING  CIGARETTES 

Do  not  show  this  trick 
to  any  one  who  is  nerv¬ 
ous.  He  might  have  a 
fit.  It  is  a  genuine  box 
of  high-class  cigarettes. 
The  only  trouble  is  that 
when  you  light  one  of 
the  cigarettes  it  goes  off 
like  a  fire-cracker,  and 
the  smoker  thinks  he  is  in  the  middle  of  the 
European  war.  A  sure  cure  for  the  smoking 
habit.  Price,  25c.  a  box,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFl^  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


|-  MAGIC  FfPE. 

^  Made  of  a  regular  com. 

LA  cob  pipe,  with  rubber  figures 

^  inside;  by  blowing  through 

the  stem  the  figure  will  Jump 
out.  Made  in  following  fig- 
“res:  rabbits,  donkeys,  cats, 
jwaj  chicken^,  etc. 

Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


X-RAY  WONDER 

This  is  a  wonderful  little 
optical  Illusion.  In  use,  you 
apparently  see  the  bones  In 
your  hand,  the  hole  In  a 
pipe-stem,  the  lead  in  a  pen¬ 
cil.  etc.  The  principle  on 
which  it  is  operated  cannot 


EIGHT  GAMES  FOR  10c 

(  liess,  Checkers,  F'ox  and  (icese,  Nine  Men  Morris, 
Authors,  Introduction  Game,  Spanish  Prison,  Domi¬ 
noes;  a  whole  year’s  amusement  and  ^1 
i  the  whole  thing  for  only . 

Send  lO  Ccnta  today  and  get  all  eight  Games 

I  niANCIS  GUERIN,  5436  Ellsr/orth  Are.,  East  End,  Pittsbur£h,  Pa. 

'  Cilti  Cnin 9  Waated.  $l  to  »900  paid  for 
I  hundreds  of  coins  dated  befors 

I  1896.  Send  lOc  forour  Illustrated  coin  value  book 
4x;7 ;  got  posted.  Clarke  tL  Co.,  B0Z96,  Le  Roy,  Ni  f 


be  disclosed  here,  but  It  will  afford  no  end  of 
fun  for  any  person  who  has  one.  Price,  15 
cents  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


SNAPPER  PENCIL 

Sometimes  your  Jo¬ 
cose  friend  helps  him¬ 
self  to  the  pencil  stick¬ 
ing  up  from  your  vest 
pocket.  Let  him  take 
this  one.  When  he  at¬ 
tempts  to  use  it,  a  pair 
of  springs  shoot  out 
and  rap  him  so  smartly 
on  the  knuckles  that 
he  swears-off  taking 
other  people’s  property.  A  dandy  little  trick 
affording  no  end  of  amusement. 

Price,  JOc.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

jnNIATURB  COMPASS  CHARM. 

A  beautiful  charm,  to  b® 
worn  on  the  watch  chain.  It 
consists  of  a  true  and  perfect 
compass,  to  which  is  attach¬ 
ed,  by  a  pivot,  a  powerful 
magnifying  glass.  When  not 
in  use  the  magnifying  glass  fits  closely  inside 
the  compass  apd  is  not  seen.  The  compass  la 
protected  by  a  glass  crystal,  and  is  hand- 
sornely  silver-nickel  plated  and  burnished,  pre¬ 
senting  a  very  attractive  appearance.  Here 
have  a  reliable  compass,  a  powerful  mag^ 
nlfying  glass,  and  a  handsopis  charm,  all  in 
•ne.  It  is  a  Parisian  novelty,  entirely  new. 
Price,  25c.  by  mail,'’ postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y.- 
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JiEW  DOUBLE  ACTIOII  BABY  HAHIIERLESS  RETOLTKTl 
Smallest.  Neatest  Frae*  Aoddotul  dlBobArge  impoul- 

*  *  “  *  bJi,  aad  tafeit,  quickest 

Wb«Q  jou  need 
a  pistol  you  need 
It  Dftd  acd  quiek» 

S9  every  second 
coonti.  Every 
I  lady  and  automo* 

Ide»l  home  pUtol.  jK,.  Ef;  bllist  ibould  hare 

It  oallbre,  5  «hamhws.Vy;,-.A thoro  ).  ne 
JlMt  otMl.  Nickel  plated.  WM  better  or  ego? 

kreiy  one  teeted  at  factory.  “/  fnade. 

Price  by  Ineured  mall  $2.48.  BIj  Catalog  Free. 

BATES  GUN  OO.,  DePT.  i,  McLaoSKi  Mas% 

GI^EESMBACKS  ~ 

j  Pack  of  81,000  Stage  Bill.,  10c;  3  packs,  26c.  Send  for 
a  pack  and  show  the  boys  what  a  WAD  you  carry. 

C.  A.  NICHOLS,  JR.,  Box  90,  Chill,  N.  Y. 
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MAMAS. 

This  Interesting  toy  Is 
one  of  the  latest  novelties 
out.  It  is  in  great  de¬ 
mand.  To  operate  it,  the 
stem  Is  placed  in  your 
mouth.  You  can  blow 
into  it,  and  at  the  same 
tim#  pul!  or  Jerk  lightly 
on  the  string.  The  mouth  opens,  and  it  then 
cries  ’’Ma-ma,”  Just  exactly  in  the  tones  of  a 
r6&Ip  iiv©  bflcby.  Th6  sound  is  so  bumun  tna,t 
It  would  deceive  anybody. 

Price  12c.  each  by  mail. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

NOISY  H.INDKERCIIIEF. 

A  great  deal  o,f  amusement 
may  be  had  with  this  little 
article.  It  imitates  the  blow¬ 
ing  of  the  nose  exactly,  except 
that  the  n.ise  .‘T  magnified  at 
least  a  dozen  times,  and 
sounds  like  the  bass-horn  in  a  ' 
German  band.  This  device  is 
used  by  simply  placing  it  betwee.n  the  teeth 
sr.d  blowing.  The  harder  the  blow  the  louder 
the  noise.  Price,  10c.  each  by  mall,  postpaid, 
II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

BLACK-EYE  JOKE. 

New  and  atnJislng  Joker.  Th« 
victim  1.  told,  to  hold  the  tub® 
close  to  his  eyi  so  as  to  exclude 
all  light  from  the  back,  and  then 
to  remove  the  tube  until  pictures 


THE  DEVIL’S  CARD  TRICK.— From  threa 
cards  held  in  the  hand  anyone  Is  asked  to 
mentally  select  one.  All  three  cards  are 
placed  in  a  hat  and  the  performer  removes 
first  the  two  that  the  audience  did  not  select 
and  passing  the  hat  to  them  their  card  has 
mysteriously  vanished.  A  great  climax; 
highly  recommended.  Price,  10c. 

FRANK  SMITH.  383  Lenox  Ave..  N.  Y. 


SURPRISE  KINEMATOGRAPH. 

The  greatest  hit  of  th® 
season!  It  consists  ef  a 
small  ypclB'l,  nickeled  tube, 
with  a  lens  eye  view, 
which  shows  a  pretty  bal¬ 
let  girl  in  tights.  Hand 
it  to  a  friend,  who  will  bo 
delighted  with  the  first  pic¬ 
ture;  tell  him  to  turn  tho 
screw  In  center  of  Instrur 
ment  to  change  the  views,  when  a  stream  of 
water  squirts  into  ' his  face,  much  to  his  dis¬ 
gust.  Anyone  who  has  not  seen  this  klnema,- 
tograph  in  operation  is  sure  to  be  caught 
every  time.  The  Instrument  can  be  refilled 
with  water  In  an  Instatit,  ready  for  the  next 
customer.  Price  25e.  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


GOLD  PLAITED  COMBINATION  SET.— 
With  square  turquoise  stones. 

Price,  10c.,  postpaid, 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


HANDY  TOOL 

Every  boy  should  possess 
one  of  these  hanjiy  little  In¬ 
struments.  It  consists  of  a 
buttonhook,  a  oigar-cutter, 
scissors,  key-ring  and  bottle- 
opener,  all  In  one.  The 
steel  is  absolutely  guaran¬ 
teed.  Small  catches  hold  It 
so  that  It  cannot  open  in  the 
pocket.  Price  by  mall,  post¬ 
paid,  16  cents  each. 


appear  In  the  center.  In  trying 
to  locate  pictures  be  will  re-  * 

celve  the  fineat  black-eye  you  over 


-eye  you  over 
•aw.  We  furnish  a  small  box  of 
blackening  preparation  with  each 
tube,  «o  the  joke  can  be  used  In¬ 
definitely.  Those  not  In  the  trick 
wD  Y,r  caught  every  time.  Ahso- 
ca  Price  hy  mall  16c.  each: 

2  y,:  25c. 

MOI.I  I  .\OVLI.I  r  CO.,  29  W,  26tlj  St„  N.  Y. 


THE  MILTII’LYINO  CORKS.  —  A  small 
round  box  Is  shown  to  be  empty  and  one  of 
the  spectators  Is  allowed  to  place  three  corks 
In  It.  The  cover  Is  nut  on  and  the  box  Is 
handed  to  one  of  the  spectators,  who,  upon 
removing  the  cover,  finds  six  corks  in  the  box. 
Three  of  the  cork.s  are  now  made  to  vanish  as 
mysteriously  as  they  came.  Very  deceptive. 

Price,  16c. 

U.  r,  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyu,  N.  V 


FRANK  SMITH 

ass  Lenox  Ave.  New  Yerti  City 
SUBBLEB. 

T  h  ®  greatest 
Invention  of  the 
age.  T  h  e  box 
contains  a  blow- 
p  1  p  e  of  neatly 
enameled  metal, 
and  five  tablets; 
also  printed  di¬ 
rections  for  play- 
Ing  numerous 
soap-bubble  games,  such  a  Floating  Bubbles, 
Repeaters,  Surprise  Bubbles.  Double  Bubbles. 
The  Boxers,  Lung  Tester,  Supported  Bubbles, 
Rolling  Bubbles,  Smoke  Bubbles,  Bouncing 
Bubbles,  and  many  others.  Ordinary  bubble- 
plowing,  with  a  pipe  and  soap  water,  are  not 
In  It  with  this  scientific  toy.  It  produces 
larger,  more  beautiful  and  stronger  bubbles 
than  you  can  get  by  the  ordinary  method. 

I  The  games  are  intensely  interesting,  too. 

!  _  ,  „  Price,  12c.  by  mall. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  V. 

AUTOMATIC  COPYING  PENCIL. 

The  Importance  of 
carrying  a  good  re¬ 
liable  pencil  need  not 
be  dwelt  upon  here. 
It  Is  a’n  absolute  ne- 
^  cesslty  wMth  us  all. 

The  holder  of  this  pencil  Is  beautifully 
nickeled  with  grooved  box-wood  hrfndle,  giv¬ 
ing  a  firm  grip  In  writing;  the  pencil  auto¬ 
matically  supplies  the  lead  as  needed  while 
a  box  of  these  long  leads  are  given  with  each 
pencil.  The  wfltlng  of  this  pencil  Is  Indelible 
the  same  as  Ink,  and  thus  can  bo  used  In 
writing  letters,  addressing  envelopes,  etc. 
Bills  of  account  or  Invoices  made  out  with 
this  pencil  can  bo  copied  the  same  as  If  copy- 
Ing  Ink  was  used.  It  is  the  handiest  pencil 
on  the  market;  you  do  not  require  a  knlfa 
to  keep  It  sharp;  it  is  ever  ready,  ever  safe 
and  Just  the  thinjf  to  carry,  * 

leads  complete,  only 
lOc. ,  3  for  26o. ;  one  dozen  90c.  poyt.paid  ** 

WOLFF  NOVSLTX  CO..  W  W.  2A«»  «t.  N. 


THE  niAXTOM  nXOER. 

As  these  fingers  are  cast  in 
moiilds  In  which  a  person’s  fin- 

4gers  have  been  encased,  they  are 
a  lifelike  model  of  the  same.  The 
finger  can  be  made  to  pass 
through  a  person’s  hat  or  coat 
without  injury  to  the  hat  or  gar¬ 
ment.  It  appears  to  be  your  own 
finger.  A  perfect  ilhision-  Price, 
15c.:  ‘Z  for  postpaid.  * 

WOLIF  NOVELTY  CO.,  W.  26th  St,,  N,  Y. 
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THE  IRON  CKOSS 

There  are  lots  of  people  who 
want  to  bring  the  European 
war  into  this  country.  But 
we  don't  want  it.  When  you 
find  a  foreign  patriot  shooting 
off  his  mouth,  just  pin  one 
of  these  iron  crosses  on  his 
lapel.  Guaranteed  to  cork  up  the  most  blatant 
trotiblemaker  on  earth.  Price.  lOo.  each,  by 
n  aP.  postpaid. 

H:  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


COIN  PURSE 

You  cannot  lose  your 
change  by  carrying  one  of 
these  handy  purses.  They 
are  made  of  the  finest 
ilorocco,  with  a  clasp  that 
simply  will  not  unfasten 
itself.  Witliin  are  heavy 
rubber  receptacles  for  hold¬ 
ing  nickel^  dimes,  and 
quarters.  Each  compart¬ 
ment  holds  a  number  of  coins.  They  cannot 
be  abstracted  unless  you  take  them  out  your¬ 
self.  Pickpockets  hate  these  purses. 

Price  25c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St..  B’kljn,  N.  Y. 


NEW  YORK  IN  A  NUTSHELL. 

25  Colored  View.s  of  the 
--  Bi.g  City  in  an  English 
walnut  shell,  prettily 
hinged  with  ribbon,  to 
which  a  small  tag  is  at¬ 
tached.  The  nut  con¬ 
tains  25  beautifully  litho¬ 
graphed  views  of  the 
principal  points  of  in¬ 
terest  in  and  around  New 
Y'ork  City.  You  can  ad¬ 
dress  the  tag.  put  on  a  stamp,  and  mail  It.  A 
nice  souvenir  to  mall  to  your  distant  friends. 
Price,  by  mall,  10c.  each. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO-,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  MAGNETIC  TOP. 

A  handsome  metal, 
highly  magnetized  toy. 
A  horseshoe  and  a  spiral 
wire  furnished  with 
each  top.  When  spun 
next  to  the  wires,  they 
make  the  most  surpris¬ 
ing  movements.  Y'ou 
can  make  wires  of  dif¬ 
ferent  shapes  and  get 
the  most  peculiar  ef¬ 
fects.  Price,  6c.,  post¬ 
paid, 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 
WmSTLi;PrIONE 


DEAD  SHOT  SQUIRT  n.STOL. 

If  you  shoot  a  maa 
with  tkls  "gun”  he  will 
be  too  mad  to  accept 
the  ancient  excuse — "I 
didn’t  know  it  was 
loaded.”  It  loadfc  easily 
with  a  full  charge  of 
water,  and  taking  aim,  press  the  rubber  bulb 
at  the  butt  of  the  Pistol,  when  a  small  stream 
of  water  is  squirted  into  his  face.  The  best 
thing  to  do  then  is  to  pocket  your  gun  and 
run.  There  are  "loads  of  fun”  in  this  wicked 
little  joker,  which  looks  like  a  real  revolver, 
trigger,  cock,  chambers,  barrel  and  all.  Price 
only  7c.;  4  for  25c.:  one  dozen  60c.  by  maul 
postpaid. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


MUSICAL  SEAT 

best  joke  out. 
can  Iiave  more 
than  a  circus, 
one  of  these 
novelties..  All  you 
have  to  do  is  to  place 
one  on  a  chair  seat 
(hidden  under  a  cush¬ 
ion,  if  possible).  Then 
tell  your  friend  to  sit 
I  down.  An  unearthly 

I  »hrlek  from  the  little  round  drum  will  send 
.  your  victim  up  in  the  air,  the  most  puzzled 
j  and  .astonished  mortal  on  earth.  Don’t  miss 
'  getting  one  of  these  genuine  laugh  producers. 

:  Perfectly  harmless,  and  never  misses  doing  its 
I  work. 

Price  20  cents  each,  by  mail,  post-paid 
WOJT’F  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W-  26th  St.,  N.  T 


INITIAL  WATCH  FOB. 


It  has  a  neat  enameled  black  strap,  and 
small  secure  buckle,  with  a.  patent  catch  so 
that  no  -A’atch  can  slip  off.  The  handsome 
tortoise  shell  pendants  are  beautifully  en¬ 
graved  with  any  initial  you  desire.  The  letter 
is  fire  gilt,  cannot  rub  off,  and  is  studded  with 
nine'  Barrios  diamonds.  Tnese  fobs  are  the 
biggest  value  ever  offered.  Price,  25c.  each, 
b>  mail,  postpaid, 
by  mail. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Atc.,  N.  T. 

THE  DISAPPEARING  CIGAR. 

A  new  and  startling 
trick.  You  ask  a  friend 
if  he  will  have  a  cigar; 
if  he  says  yes  (which  is 
usually  the  case),  you 
take  from  your  pocket 
or  cigar  case,  an  ordinary  cigar,  and  hand  it 
to  him.  As  he  reaches  out  for  it,  the  cigar 
instantly  disappears  right  before  his  eyes, 
much  to  his  astonishment.  You  can  apolo¬ 
gize,  saying,  you  are  very  sorry,  but  that  it 
was  the  last  cigar  you  had,  and  the  chances 
are  that  he  will  invite  you  to  smoke  with  him 
if  you  will  let  him  into  the  secret.  It  is  not 
done  by  sleight-of-hand,  but  the  cigar  actu¬ 
ally  disappears  so  suddenly  that  it  is  impossi¬ 
ble  <’or  the  eye  to  follow  it,  and  W'here  it  has 
gone,  no  one  can  tell.  A  wonderful  Illusion. 

Price,  10c.;  3  for  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


WE  WANT  YOU 


“Moving 

A  Weekly  Magazine  devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players 

®®^PRICE  5 


TO  READ 

Picture 


Stories 


55 


;;  Absolutely  the  finest  little  publication  on  the  news-stands 

CENTS  A  COPY*^ 


ISSUED  EVERY  FRIDAY 

BEAUTIFUL  COLORED  COVER  DESIGNS 


THIRTY-TWO  PAGES 
FINE  HALF-TONE  FRONTISPIECES 

New  portraits  of  actors  and  actresses  every  week  •  Get  a  copy  of  this  weekly  magazine  and  see  what  It  Is 

EVERY  NUMBER  CONTAINS 

Six  Gripping  Stories,  based  on  the  latest  and  best  films,  each  profusely  illustrated  \^ith  fine  half-tones  of  scenes  in  the 
plays. 

Photographs  and  Biographies  of  the  most  celebrated  Photoplay  actors  and  actresses. 

Special  Articles  relating  to  Moving  Pictures,  written  by  the  greatest  authorities  in  the  film  business. 

News  Notes  from  the  studios  about  the  doings  of  everybody  of  prominence  connected  with  the  Photoplays. 

Scenario  Hints  and  the  names  of  all  the  companies  who  may  buy  the  plays  you  write. 

Poems,  .Tingles,  Jests  and  every  bright  feature  calculated  to  interest  both  young  and  old 

GET  A  COPY  NOW  from  your  newsdealer,  or  send  us  5  cents  in  money  or  postage  stamps  and  we  will  mall 
you  the  latest  number  issued. 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher 

168  West  23d  Street 


New  York 
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- LATEST  ISSUES - 

622  Younir  Wild  West's  Duel  With  n  Dozen;  or,  Arietta's  Only 

623  .YouuK''w’ild  West  Trailiim  a  'I'reasure  ,  or.  Outwittirif'  the  Itoad 

624  YouuK'wild  West  Uuliuit  e  Ranch,  or.  Arietta 
62,-.  Youif’-  Wild  Wests  Straiglit  Shot;  or.  Cornered 

626  Youuk  Wild  Wests  Mexican  .Mine;  or.  Arietta 

627  Youns  Wild  West  s  Hottest  Trai  ;  or.  Mmning  a  _ 

628  Young  M'ild  West  'I  racking  a  Horse  Ihiet  ;  or.  Aiietta  and  the 

62U  Youug\wM^d  Wests  Apache  Friend,  or.  The  Hidden  Gold  ot  the 

630  Young' Wild  West  s  Three  Shots  .  or.  Arietta  and 

631  Young  Wild  IVest  and  the  Sky  Pilot.  .  or.  1  he  l.opeis  ot  Rough 

6'12  Youn-'^xfild  Wes°t^  Lu^^  Drop.  or.  Arietta  and  the  Dutiavvs 
63  3  Young  Wild  West’s  Wild 'West  Show;  or,  Caught  in  the  European 

63  4  Yo'ung  Wild  West  and  the  Kaiser;  or.  The  Big  Show  in  BerUn 

63  5  Young  Wild  West  Under  Fire;  or.  Skirmishing  on  the  French 

636  Youug  Wild  West  Helping  the  Red  Cross,  or.  The  Crown  Prince 

63  7  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Servian;  or  The  Shot  That  Saved  a 

R<1S  Vn^np^w' Id  Wesf®  Neutrality;  or,  Accused  by  Germans  and  Allies 

63  9  iCnl  MUd  w4st  and  the'^W^  Spy;  or.  The  Honor  of  an 

American. 

64  0  Youne  Wild  West  at  the  Forts,  or.  Outwitting  a  Russian  Captain 
644  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Sharpshooters  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

642  Youug'^Wnd  West  at  the  Flooded  Trenches;  or.  Saving  a  Belgian 
Town 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on 

FRANK  TOTJSEY.  Publisher,  ■  •  ' 
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West's  Luck,  or,  Striking  It  Rich  at  the  Hills 
West's  Victory  ;  or,  The  Road  Agents  Last  Hold  I  p 
wist's  Pluck;  or.  Bound  to  Beat  the  "Bad  Meu. 
Best  Shot  ;  or.  The  Re.scue  of  Arietta 

Helping  to  Boom  a  New 


West's 
West  at 


Devil  Creek:  or. 


West's  Surprise 
West  Missing;  or, 

West  and  the  Detective 


or.  The  ludiau  Chief's  Legacy 
Saved  By  an  Indian  Princess 
Red  Itiders  of 


or. 


The 


West  at  the  Stake;  or  The  Jealousy  ot 
WesCs  Nerve;  or.  The  Niue  Golden  Bullets. 
tVest  and  the  Tenderfoot  ;  or.  A  New 


Arietta 
Yorker  in 


the 


the 


West's  'Iriumph 
West's  Strategy 


or.  Winning  Against 
or.  The  Coinauche 


Great  Odds 
Chief's  l.ast 


West's 
West's 
West's 
yVest  and 


Grit  :  or. 
Big  Day; 


The  Ghost  of  (Juantlet  Gulch, 
or  The  Double  Wedding  at  Weston 


Great  Scheme  :  or.  The  Building  of  a  Railroad 
the  Train  Robbers:  or.  the  Hunt  for  the 

Against  Twenty. 


West  on  His  Mettle:  or.  Font  , 

West's  Ranch  ;  or.  The  Renegades  ot  Riley  s  Run 
West  on  the  Trail  ;  or; 

West's  Bargain  ;  or,  A 
West's  Vacation  :  or,  A 
West  on  His  Muscle 


Outwitting  the  Redskins. 

Red  Man  With  a  White  Heart 
Lively  lime  at  Roaring  Ranch 
;  or.  Fighting 


With  Nature's 
a  Hundred  Thousand 


Weapons.  ,  ^ 

668  Young  Wild  West's  Mistake  :  or.  Losing 

receipt  of  price.  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  sramps.  ov 
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o  "O'  IFR.  ’TIES 

No.  46.  now  TO  .MAKE  AND  t  SE  F<  Cf - 
TKICITY  — .4  description  nf  the  u'-inUHr 
uses  of  electricity  and  electro  maitnetism  tn- 
eether  with  full  instructions  for  makinK  1-  ec 
fri^Toys.  Batteries. .  etc.  By 
A.  M.  M.  D.  Containing  nypr  nrtv  ilUisTra 

^'°No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK.  RIDE  \M> 

DRIVE  A  HORSE.— A  compVte  treatise  on 
the  horse.  Describing-  the  most  i-seful  bot.es 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  Hie  mad, 
also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 

th^  horse.  Bl  lED  AND  .SAII. 

r  ANDES.  —  A  handy  booh  for  hoys,  contain¬ 
ing-  full  directions  for  constructinc  canoes  ami 
the  most  popular  manner  of  sailini;  them. 

Fully  Illustrated.  .....  , 

No  -19.  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules 
for  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  deha'  s 
Questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best  soti'-es 
for  procuring  information  on  the  question 

^‘no.‘  50.  HOW  TO  .STI  IT  BIRDS  AND  AN- 
I.MAIS— A  valuable  book,  giving  Instructions 
in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and  pre¬ 
serving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  .51  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WT  I  II 
CARDS — Containing  explanations  ol  the  .gen¬ 
eral  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks-,  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary 
cards  and  n.it  requiring  sleight-of-hand,  of 
tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use 
i>f  BDeciallv  prepared  cards.  Illustrated, 

No  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— Giving 
the  rules  and  full  directions  tor  playing 
Euchre.  CiiMiage,  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rotince. 
Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  I’oker,  Auction  Pitch, 
All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of 

‘^^N^o*  r.H.  HOW  TO  WRU'E  EEi  rERS.— a 

wonderful  little  book,  telling  you  how  Kj  write 
to  your  sweetheart,  yout  father,  mother,  sis¬ 
ter  brother,  employer;  and.  In  fact,  every- 
hodv  and  anybody  you  wisii  to  write  to. 

No.  51.  HD"  TO  KEEP  AM)  M.VNAGE 

I'ET.S. _ Giving  complete  information  as  to  tiie 

nianner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping,  tam¬ 
ing  breeding,  and  managing  all  kimis  of  i>ets, 
also  giving  full  Instructions  for  making  cages, 
etc  Fully  explained  liy  twenty-eight  Illus¬ 
trations. 

No  55.  HOW  ro  COEEECr  SI.V.MPS 

.  COINS.  Containing  valuable  informa¬ 

tion  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
V  of  fl  in  os  anti  coins.  Handsomely  lllust  rated. 
“  No  5«.  HOW  TO  H1.COM  E  AN  EN- 

(  inker.-  t-'mitaining  full  instructions  how  to 
»  .come  a  locomotive  englneei  .  also  directions 
bulUling  a  model  locomotive;  together 
'  ith  a  full  description  of  everything  an  en- 

’  TO  liECO.ME  A  PHOTOd- 

Eor  snle  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to 

frank  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 
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KA  PH  ER. —Containing  useful  Information  re- 
gardins  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it:  also 
how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern 
Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Handsomely 
illustrated. 

Ne.  62.  HOW  Tf)  BECO-51E  A  BEST 
POINT  51II,IT.\KY  C.ADET. — Explains  how 
to  gain  admittance,  course  of  Study.  Examina- 
tions  Duties.  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard.  Po- 
lice  rte.gu  1  a t ions.  Fire  Department,  and  all  a 
hoy  shcnld  know-  to  be  a  cadet  By  Ln  Senar- 

^"no.  63.  HOB  TO  BECO.ME  \  N.AVAE 
C.ADET. — Complete  instructions  of  how  to  gain 
admiss'on  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Academy. 
•Also  containing  the  course  ot  i nsi  ru ct  io a .  oe- 
scription  of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical 
sketch,  and  everything  a  boy  should  know  to 
become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy. 
Rv  I.u  Senarens. 

No.  61.  HOB'  TO  M.AKE  EEECTRIC.A' 
.MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions 
making  electrical  machines,  induction 
dvnainos.  and  many  novel  toys  to  be 
by  electricity  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennet.  Fully 
illustrated 

No.  65.  All  I.DOON’S  -JOKES.  -The  most 
original  loke  book  ever  published,  and  It  is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  ti 
large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums, 
etc  of  Terrence  Muldoon.  the  great  wit,  hu- 
ntorist.  and  practical  joker  of  the  day 

No.  66.  HOB  TO  DO  PI  ZZEE.S.— Con¬ 
taining  over  three  hundred  interesting  puzzles 
and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A  com¬ 
plete  hook.  Fully  ilUistrated. 

N,.  67.  HOB  TO  DO  EEECTRICAI. 

TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of  In- 
gtrucHve  and  higlil.v  amtising  electrical  tricks, 
touetlier  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  6H.  HOB  TO  DO  (  HE.MIC.AE  TRICKS. 
_ Containing  over  one  hundred  highly  amus¬ 
ing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chem.lcals.  By 
A  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No  (D.  HOB  TO  DO  SEEIG IIT-OK-H AN D. 

_ Coniainiug  over  fifty  of  the  latest  and  tiest 

tricks  used  bv  magicians.  Also  containing  the 
secrei  'll  sec'ond  sight.  Fully  Illustrated. 

N„.  76  HOB'  TO  .MAKE  .M.VGIC  THIS.— 
Containing  full  directtons  for  making  AUgu 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  iiius- 

'  No!^  71.  HOB  TO  DO  AIECHANIC.VE 
TRK  KS. — Containing  complete  instructions 
fur  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  72.  HOB  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRK  KS 

B  ITTI  C.ARDS.  -Embracing  all  of  the  latest 
and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  Illus¬ 
trations. 

No.  73.  HOB  TO  DO  TRICKS  B  I  I'll 

NIAIBER.S.  —  Showing  many  curious  tricks 

any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  10  cts.  per  copy. 


with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers  Bv 
A.  .Anderson.  Fullv  illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOB'  TO  BRITE  LETTER.- 
CORRECTLY'. — Containing  full  instructions 
for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition 
with  specimen  letters. 

No.  75.  IH)B  TO  BECO.ME  .A  CONJURER 

— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice 
Cups  and  Balls.  Hats.  etc.  Embracing  thirty 
six  illustrations.  By  .A.  .Anderson. 

No.  76,  HOB  TO  TEEL  lOKTUNES  BA 
THE  II. AND. — Containing  rules  for  telling  for 
tunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  ot 

the  secret  o;'  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 

telling  future  events  by  aid  of  moles,  murks 

scats,  etc.  Illustrated. 

No.  77.  IIOAA  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKti 
B'lTH  C.ARDS. — Containing  deceptive  Card 
Tried  s  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers  and 
magicians,  .Arranged  for  home  amusement 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  78.  HOB  I'D  DO  THE  BLACK  .ARI. 

— Containing  a  complete  description  of  the 
mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight-of-Hand.  to¬ 
gether  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By 
A.  .Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79.  HOB  TO  BKCO.M1-:  .V.N  .ACTOR. 
— Containing  cuinplete  instructions  how  to 
make  up  for  varioits  characiers  on  the  stage; 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  -Manager. 
Prompter,  Scenic  .Artist  and  Property  Man. 

No.  8(1.  <.l  S  'VlLEl.A.MS'  JOKE  BOOK.— 

Containing  the  ;alest  jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  German 
comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome  col- 
'ored  cover,  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of 
the  author. 

No.  81.  HOB  TO  AIES.MEKIZE. — Contain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  methods  of  mesmer¬ 
ism;  animal  magnetism,  or.  magnetic  heal¬ 
ing.  By  Prof.  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.  author 
of  "How  to  Hypnotize."  etc. 

No.  82.  HOB'  TO  DO  rAl.AIlSTRY.— Con¬ 
taining  the  mt.isi  approved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  a  full 
explanation  of  their  meaning.  .Also  explain¬ 
ing  phrenology,  and  the  key  for  telling  char¬ 
acter  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  Bv  Leo 
Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  83.  HOB'  TO  H  Yl’NOTI ZE.— Com  aln- 
ing  valuable  and  Instructive  Information  re¬ 
garding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  .Also  ex¬ 
plaining  the  most  approved  methods  which 
are  employed  by  the  leading  hypnotists  of 
the  world.  By  t,eo  Hugo  Koch,  .A.C.S 
No.  81.  HOB  TO  BECO.ME  AN  Al  i'lUHi. 
— Containing  Information  regarding  choice  ot 
subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the  manner  of 
preparing  and  submitting  manuscript  A  so 
containing  valuable  information  as  to  th* 
neatness,  legibility  and  general  compostOoa 
of  m.anuscrlpt. 

or  3  for  25  eta.  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


